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PREFACE. 

The  Author  of  the  following  poems  and 
hymns  is  quite  conscious  of  their  uncultured 
simplicity.  The  name  given  to  them  is  an 
indication  of  this. 

Moreover,  he  has  little  expectation  that  the 
poems  will  ever  come  into  universal  favour  :  but 
he  would  hope  for  a  touch  of  that  tender  regard, 
so  often  bestowed  on  the  little  held  flowers,  and 
which  refuses  to  trample  on  them  where  it  can  be 
avoided. 

What  little  inspiration  may  be  claimed  for  any 
of  the  pieces,  has  been  found,  sometimes  in  home- 
ward journeyings  from  distant  countryside 
services;  sometimes  in  lonely  strolls  over  Clent 
Hills,  and  sometimes — perhaps  oftenest — in  tne 
quietness  of  a  quiet  home  and  garden. 

That  the  poems  may  prove  a  source  of  interest 
and  spiritual  good  to  those  who  may  read  them, 
is  the  fervent  wish  of 

The  Author. 
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POEMS. 


CLIMBING    CLENT. 

TP  the  wide  and  breezy  hill, 
^      Come  and  have  a  blowing  ! 
Let  the  breeze  your  bronchials  fill, 
Set  health's  fires  a-glowing; 

Fit  and  well  'tis  well  to  be, 
Come  and  climb  the  hill  with  me. 

Up  the  wide  and  breezy  hill, 
Fine  the  air  and  bracing; 
Pulses  throb  and  throbbing  thrill, 
Healthy  blood  is  racing 

Through  its  courses,  full  and  strong, 
Life  is  splendid  !    Come  along  ! 

Up  the  wide  and  breezy  hill, 

Higher  still  ascending; 
Not  to-day  the  grinding  mill, 
Where  to  tasks  a-bending, 

We  must  toil  for  daily  meat; 
Work  is  right,  but  rest  is  sweet. 

Up  the  wide  and  breezy  hill, 

With  the  heart  aspiring, 
Better  this  than  sitting  still 
'Twix  the  motor's  tyreing; 

Better  on  one's  feet  keep  strong, 
One  should  walk  well  to  live  long. 

Up  the  wide  and  breezy  hill, 

O  the  joy  of  climbing  ! 
Prospects  fair  our  spirits  thrill, 
Set  heart-bells  a-chiming; 

Pleasure,  peace  and  health  are  given, 
Whoso  climbs  gets  nearer  heaven. 


PRISONER    FOR   LIFE. 

A  Cruel  deed 
It  is,  poor  thrush,  to  cage  thee  up, 
Prisoner  for  life,  with  just  a  cup 
And  bit  of  seed, 
And  space  to  move  in  barely  one  foot  square, 
Hung  in  dark  street,    'mid  foul  and  mirky  air ! 

From  free  woods  brought, 
And  robb'd  of  every  chance  of  wing, 
Thou  could 'st  have  had  no  heart  to  sing, 
One  would  have  thought. 
And  tho'  they  hear  thy  song,  men  little  know 
The  bitter  source  from  whence  those  sweet  notes 
flow! 

Poor  little  bird  ! 
As  often  as  I  think  of  thee, 
With  ceaseless  yearnings  to  be  free, 
My  heart  is  stirr'd; 
And  given  a  power  but  equal  to  my  will, 
Thy  cruel  eager  his  own  cage  should  fill ! 

The  selfish  man  ! 
To  take  thee  from  thy  wider  sphere, 
Where  thousands  heard  thy  music  clear, 
On  nature's  plan  : 
In  turn  the  village  and  the  hamlet  wide 
Heard  joy,  and  thou  had'st  liberty  beside. 

A  singing  slave 
Made  now;  with  no  return  but  food, 
No  mate  to  love,  no  little  brood 
To  feed  and  save; 
No  cool  and  leafy  haunts;  the  cruel  wires 
Chafe  thy  young  life,  and  mock  thy  just  desires. 


Poor  little  bird  ! 
Still  striving-  with  thy  sweetest  song 
To  melt  the  hearts  that  do  thee  wrong, 
I  give  my  word 
To  stand  with  those  who  for  thy  freedom  fight, 
To  give  thee  wing  again  and  boundless  flight ! 


THE    HERITAGE    OF    THE    GOOD. 

XJO  millionaire,  with  wealth  amass'd,  can  buy 
*^      The  gold  and  glory  of  the  sunset  sky; 
He  may  not  own  those  ancient  orbs  of  light, 
That  blink  and  burn  through  all  the  solemn  night; 
Not  his  the  healthful  breeze  that  sweeps  the  plain, 
That  foams  the  sea,  and  bends  the  fields  of  grain; 
Nor  his  to  buy  those  sweet  warm  April  showers 
Descending  free  on  poor  man's  garden  flowers. 

The  fairest  things  beneath  God's  dome  of  blue 
The  poor  may  claim,  as  well  the  wealthy  few; 
A  cheerful  life,  love  in  the  home,  and  health — 
Who  totals  up  their  worth  in  worldly  wealth? 
The  feeble,  couch-bourne  invalid  may  know 
A  sense  of  joy,  through  silent  hours  and  slow, 
Far  truer  than  is  theirs  who  strong  and  gay, 
Drive  out,  or  dance  their  useless  lives  away. 

The  good  are  richer  than  the  rich  can  be, 
Who  have  no  soul  the  soul  of  good  to  see; 
A  simple  hearted  love  is  most  possess 'd 
Of  things  most  lovable,  and  pure  and  best; 
Earth's  true  inheritance,  of  gold  unbought 
Is  nature's  gift  for  unison  of  thougnt; 
And  beauty's  self  all  pictures  fail  to  speak, 
Is  mirror'd  most  in  the  soul  of  the  meek. 


THOUGHTS   BY   THE   SEA. 


O 


sea ! 

O  sunny  sea ! 
How  bright  the  hours  one  spends  by  thee ! 
Concerning  friendships  true  and  tried, 
What  secrets  spoken  at  thy  side, 
Dost  thou  hide, 
O  sunny,  silent  sea  ! 


O  sea  ! 

O  restless  sea  ! 
How  much  my  heart  is  like  to  thee ! 
Faint  ripples  now  of  common  care, 
And  now  the  wild  storms  that  dash  and  dare 

To  lay  bare 
The  soul.     O  restless  sea  ! 


O  sea ! 

O  angry  sea  ! 
How  vast  the  dead  a  prey  to  thee  ! 
Thy  frolicsome  and  dancing  wave 
Is  mockery.     Thou  art  a  grave ! 

And  millions  brave 
Are  thine.     O  savage  sea  ! 


O  sea  ! 

O  .solemn  sea  ! 
One  wonders  what  'twill  be  to  be, 
When  thou  thyself  shalt  be  no  more; 
When  none  shall  hear  thy  serges  roar 

On  the  shore; 
O  solemn  •  sounding  sea  ! 


LEAVE   LOVE   ALONE. 

Olet  us  leave  young  love  alone ! 
It  asks  no  guide; 
True  love  will  ever  find  its  own, 

And  side  by  side, 
Tho'  each  but  half,  like  deep-sea  sole, 
Together  make  a  constant  whole. 

Beneath  the  kindly  heavens  above, 

No  purer  bliss 
Is  known,  than  where  love  meets  with  love, 
And  first  warm  kiss 
Confirms  as  with  a  seal  divine, 
Affection's  secret  birth  benign. 

And  base  hard  heart  it  is  that  seeks 

For  sake  of  fun, 
To  bring  a  blush  to  guileless  cheeks, 

Like  burning  sun  : 
To  poison  love-streams  at  their  source, 
Or  hinder  them  their  native  course. 

Leave  love  alone  :  so  pure  a  stream 

May  change  with  years; 
The  heart  from  pure  and  peaceful  dream 

May  wake  to  tears. 
Why  then  becloud  a  sky  of  blue? 
Why  uproot  ' '  lads  love  ' '  planting  rue  ? 

The  bloom  on  peach  knows  no  return 

Once  touch'd  away; 
Love's  flame,  put  out,  may  never  burn 

Another  day; 
As  songster  sweet  forsake  a  nest 
The  cruel  hands  of  men  molest. 

Leave  love  alone  :  'tis  life  of  life, 

The  salt  of  sea; 
Without  true  love  nor  man  nor  wife 

Can  truly  be; 
Nor  all  the  wealth  of  earth  atone, 
For  love  that  dies  left  not  alone. 


STORMY    MARCH. 

THE  stormy  March  blows  in  to-day, 
Bold  blustering  March  is  here; 
It  lifts  afresh  the  Winter's  leaf, 
And  whirls  it,  dead  and  sere, 
In  frantic  bounds  from  place  to  place, 
A  wither'd  host,  a  deathly  race. 

Tall  Lombardies  bend  in  the  wind, 

Like  sentinels  they  are ! 
Elms  rock  and  roar,  the  Ash  bough  breaks, 

And  flings  its  dead  afar; 
And  litter  vast  from  hedgerows  hurl'd 

Proclaims    rough    March    sweeps     o'er     the 
world. 

Now  from  bleak  North  King  Winter  sounds 

A  final  charge  :  and  fast 
The  stern  battalions  of  the  snow 

Come  riding  on  the  blast; 
They  ride  to  death;  a  dazzling  sun 
Melts  the  mad  host,  and  victory's  won. 

The  stormy  March  !  it  piles  great  clouds — 

White  woolly  clouds  on  high ; 

They  change  and  shift,  and  shifting,  drift 

Across  the  cold  blue  sky. 
And  throw  dark  shadows  o'er  the  plain, 

Streak 'd  with  long  lines  of  shiny  rain. 

March  day  is  done;  and  setting  sun 

Like  furnace  in  the  west, 
Shoots  up  broad  shafts  of  shining  gold, 

Till  every  cloudy  crest 
Is  edged  with  fire  :  then  brightness  gone, 

The  cold  and  gloomy  night  creeps  on. 


Amid  the  days  of  stormy   March 
My  Maker  gave  me  life  : 

I  wonder — did  it  mean  for  me 
Incessant  storm  and  strife? 

Or  will  there  come  a  kinder  day— 
An  April  or  a  gentle  May? 


THE    LOCAL    PREACHER. 

MOMEWARD  trudging  in  the  night, 

*■  *     Four  miles  out  from  home's  warm  light; 

Trudging  homeward  in  the  dark, 

Long  wet  lanes  and  lonesome  park; 

Stormy  winds  that  howl  and  whine 

Through  the  firs  and  sombre  pine; 

'Mid  sharp  gusts  of  sleet  and  snow, 

Press  we  homeward  tired  and  slow. 


Vet  a  nameless  peace  is  ours, 

Proof   'gainst  darkness,  cold,   and  showers; 

We  have  broken  living  bread, 

Poor  and  hungry  souls  have  fed; 

Little  truly  was  our  store, 

But  The  Master  made  it  more. 

Fragments  now  to  us  remain, 

Newer  light  and  grace  we  gain. 

Better  this  than  slipper 'd  ease, 
Spending  Sabbaths  self  to  please ; 
Cushion'd,  comfortable,  warm, 
'Scaping  all  of  toil  and  storm; 
No  work  in  the  Vineyard  done, 
No  reward  at  set  of  sun — 
Better  out  a  night  like  this, 
Christian  toil  is  truer  bliss. 


SONG  OF  THE   LILAC. 

f    O,  the  time  the  lilac  blooms  ! 

*— •     Sweetest  days  of  Spring  are  these, 

When  like  balm  upon  the  breeze 
Up  floats  the  sweet  scent  of  the  lilac  : 
Fragrant  and  fair, 
Charming  one's  care, 

O  who  can  help  loving  the  lilac? 


Ever  while  the  lilac  blooms, 

Fondly  turns  my  heart  again 
To  the  cottage  down  the  glen, 
Embower'd  and  scented  with  lilac  : 
For  love  was  there, 
And  maiden's  hair 
Was  woven  with  bits  of  the  lilac  ! 


Brightest  when  the  lilac  blooms 

Beams  the  hope  of  happier  days, 
When  along  life's  dusty  ways 

Shall  follow  the  scent  of  the  lilac  : 
And  more  shall  share 
Land,  light,  and  air, 
Made  sweeter  for  growing  the  lilac  ! 


Truest  when  the  lilac  blooms 

Grows  the  mystic  sense  of  love — 
Subtle  influence  from  above, 

And  pure  as  the  scent  of  the  lilac  : 
And  here  and  there, 
Glad  souls  in  prayer, 
Give  thanks  for  the  bloom  of  the  lilac  ! 


THE    LAND. 

f~\  the  madness 

^^     Of  British  law  concerning  land  ! 

Permitting  still  the  legal  hand, 

With  ready,  swift,  accustomed  pen, 

To  parcel  out  God's  world  to  men  ! 

To  make  men  owners  of  the  earth, 

Which,  countless  years  before  their  birth. 

Rolled  out  of  God's  great  thoughts,  to  be 

The  source  of  human  life — the  free, 

And  fruitful  garden  of  the  race; 

To  all  alike  the  common  base 

Of  happy  toil,  of  food,  of  health, 

And  every  form  of  honest  wealth. 

But  mark  !  Where  land  is  bought  with  gold, 

There  human  lives,  as  well,  are  sold  ! 


"These  lands  are  mine"  !    Miles  of  barb'd  wire 
Proclaim  the  word  of  lord,  or  squire, 
To  clear  the  place  of  human  souls, 
Those  living  pests  much  worse  than  moles; 
Give  ample  space  where  deer  may  feed, 
And  quietness  in  which  to  breed. 
Sportsmen  must  live,  and  life  were  tame, 
If  land  provided  not  its  game. 


"  /  own  the  mines  "  !  another  saith ; 
And  minerals  far  down  underneath, 
No  human  eye  hath  ever  seen, 
And  since  creation  there  have  been 
Are  his  !    Astonishing  !    Where  then 
The  boasted  sense  of  Englishmen? 
So  long  to  tolerate  such  claim, 
Nor  juster  laws  for  all  to  frame. 
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And  ye  who  love  the  sea-side  sands, 
Beware  the  law  as  yet  it  stands  ! 
Who  owns  the  land  will  claim  the  shore, 
Your  rights  assumed  hold  good  no  more; 
Your  little  ones  must  play  elsewhere, 
Nor  trespass,  or  the  millionaire 
Will  palisade  and  fence  the  sea, 
And  spoil  them  of  their  liberty. 

O  the  sadness 

And  sorrow  of  our  country  side ! 

A  remnant  left  that  hath  not  died 

Of  tyranny,  and  wasting  care, 

Is  dying  still.      In  dumb  despair, 

The  wealth-producer  toils.     In  vain 

He  yearns  security  to  gain, 

To  feel  his  own  feet  on  the  earth, 

And  get  for  labor  labor's  worth. 

By  "  kind  permission  "  he  may  slave, 

And  barely  keep  outside  the  grave; 

Naught  else  :  no  rights  :  no  comforts  here, 

Nor  life  apart  from  haunting  fear; 

His  hovel-home — a  worthless  cot, 

Set  low,  and  damp  on  ill-drained  spot; 

And  this  allow'd  him  just  so  long 

He  cringes  low  and  holds  his  tongue  ! 

He  may  not  worship  where  he  would; 
Who  owns  the  land — 'tis  understood, 
Must  rule  in  this;  and  he  who  dares 
On  chapel  floor  to  say  his  prayers, 
Or  stands  with  free  men  to  be  seen, 
Who  speak  their  minds  on  village  green, 
May  learn  some  lordly  will  is  cross 'd; 
His  cottage  and  his  living  lost. 
Homeless  must  tramp  with  wife  and  four, 
And  country  side  know  him  no  more. 


II 

O  the  gladness  ! 

As  breaks  the  morn  o'er  mountain  brow, 

The  toiler's  day  is  dawning  now. 

The  worker  wakes  to  juster  share 

Of  earth's  good  things,  and  less  of  care; 

If  on  the  land  his  lot  shall  be, 

The  land  shall  hold  him  safe  and  free; 

At  back  of  him  shall  be  the  State; 

And  landlord  tyranny  and  hate 

No  more  down  crush  him  in  his  toil, 

Nor  drive  him  hopeless  from  the  soil; 

As  much  a  man  as  prince  or  peer, 

His  honest  heart  shall  know  no  fear; 

His  home,  made  sweet  with  love-train 'd  flower, 

Shall  prove  at  once  his  rest  and  tower; 

And  work  and  health  provide  for  him, 

Full  cups  of  pleasure  to  the  brim. 


STILL,    BRAVE,   AND  STRONG. 

BE  still  my  troubled  heart,  be  still  : 
A  merciful  and  kindly  will 
Is  His,  who  brings  thee  through  the  mill. 

The  tribulum  of  God  must  beat 
Clear  of  its  husk  the  golden  wheat, 
And  for  heaven's  garner  make  it  meet. 

The  Christ  of  God  no  glory  knew, 

Save  for  the  suff ' ring  He  passed  through  : 

In  sorrow's  tears  we  see  the  true. 

Be  brave,  my  lonely  heart,  be  brave; 

Full  many  worried  souls  do  crave 

Like  peace  with  thine.     And  many  a  slave 
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To  earth's  poor  pleasures,  craze  and  show, 
Would  sacrifice  all  else,  to  know 
The  source  whence  quiet  waters  flow. 

Ezekiel's  call  was  to  the  plain, 

Where  God  would  talk  with  him.     Souls  gain 

No  sweetness  in  the  crowd's  demain. 

Be  strong  my  doubting  heart,  be  strong; 
The  morn  must  break  tho'  night  be  long; 
Keep  spaces  clear  twix  right  and  wrong. 

Obedience  to  the  will  shall  be 
A  vision  of  the  truth  to  thee, 
And  show  the  path  there's  need  to  see. 

And  strength  renewed  is  theirs  who  wait 
And  watch  within  the  temple  gate; 
There,  there  all  graces  consummate. 


HOME     RUIN. 


W^EALTHY  with  gold  was  Herbert  Cheval, 
**       And  Clara  was  gifted  and  good; 
Tho'  they  cared  not  to  boast  of  descent, 
They  both  came  of  Huguenot  blood. 

Their  new  home  was  brightest  of  any, 
It  rang  with  sweet  music  and  mirth; 

Their  bright  home  was  envied  of  many. 
Some  said  'twas  the  fairest  on  earth. 

Sweet  was  its  air  with  jesamine  flower, 

Its  day  like  perpetual  Spring; 
And  both  hearts  were  happy  and  buoyant. 

As  long-encaged  birds  on  the  wing. 
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Yet  soon  was  that  bright  home  betroubled, 
Its  music  grew  fainter  and  dumb; 

And  griefs  known  already  were  doubled 
By  shadows  of  those  yet  to  come. 

For  Herbert  drank  wine  and  it  mocked  him  ! 

And  strong  drink,  it  rendered  him  weak; 
He  drank  till  his  own  excess  shocked  him  ! 

Yet  all  the  love  Clara  could  speak 

Was  powerless  to  check  the  wild  passion, 
That  burnt  in  his  breast  like  a  fire; 

Nor  could  the  kind  counsel  of  others 
Abate  the  inhuman  desire. 

And  this  robb'd  that  home  of  its  brightness, 
And  gave  place  to  discord  and  strife; 

This  stole  from  the  hearts  its  uprightness, 
And  brought  in  those  dark  views  of  life. 

Herbert  lived  on  a  wretched  five  years; 

But  Clara  could  bear  it  no  more, 
But  blinded  by  madness  and  tears, 

She  pushed  at  Eternity's  door! 

At  midnight  one  went  to  destruction, 
And  plunged  in  the  dark  cold  canal; 

In  three  days  that  lifeless  form  floating, 
Was  found  to  be — Clara  Cheval ! 


SIRE    AND    SON. 

/^ONE  the  life  by  which  mine  came, 
^-*  I  the  spark  and  he  the  flame; 

He  the  old  oak  sternly  tried, 

I  the  sapling  grass  may  hide; 
Swift  the  stroke  that  laid  him  low, 
O  the  blank  that  now  I  know. 
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Love  hath  music  never  heard, 
Grief  there  is  that  knows  no  word; 

Names  the  heart  alone  doth  keep, 
Cut  in  living  letters  deep; 

A  silence  speaking  o'er  the  dead, 
Fitter  thoughts  than  words  had  said. 


DAYS  THAT  ARE   PAST. 

f~\  but  to  stroll  through  the  chine  again, 
^^      By  the  side  of  the  silent  sea  ! 
Away  from  the  ways  of  thoughtless  men, 
And  alone  on  the  shore  with  thee. 

O  but  to  feel  thy  warm  hand  in  mine, 
As  I  did  in  days  that  are  past; 

When  we  faced  the  full  force  of  the  brine, 
As  it  swept  from  the  sea  on  the  blast. 

O  but  to  rove  'mid  pine  woods  hard  by, 
Where  bracken  and  bluebell  abound; 

Where  the  angels  looked  out  of  the  sky, 
To  share  in  the  love  we  had  found. 

O  but  to  know,  if  never  we  meet 
In  pine  woods  or  on  the  lone  shore, 

That  a  Providence  tender  and  sweet, 
Is  keeping  the  better  in  store. 

For  true  hearts  that  can  love  like  our  own, 
Can  never  despair  of  their  fate; 

Tho'  the  future  is  ever  unknown, 

Wise,  wise  is  the  love  that  can  wait. 
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THE  PRODIGAL. 

TAR,  far  from  home  the  lost  lad  stood, 
*       The  swine  around  him  fed; 
Scarce  higher  life,  scarce  better  food 
Were  his.     All  joys  had  fled. 

Gaunt  was  his  frame,   near  like  the  staff 

Grasp'd  in  his  grimy  hand; 
Where  now  the  feast,  the  bowl,  the  laugh? 

Where  now  the  jovial  band? 

All,  all  had  left  him  :  he  may  cry 

Of  famine  sore  and  wide, 
No  man  gave  him  :  no  kindly  eye 

Would  pity  if  he  died. 

But  thoughts  of  other  days  came  now, 

They  cool'd  his  heated  brain; 
He  toss'd  the  hair  from  his  sweated  brow, 

And  gazed  across  the  plain. 

"  The  servants  of  my  father  feast," 

He  said,  "  on  wholesome  fare, 
The  lowest  of  them  and  the  least, 

Has  bread  enough — to  spare  : 

"  But  I  his  son — a  favored  son, 

And  bearing  honored  name, 
I  perish  here  alone,  undone, 

I  perish  in  my  shame. 

"  O  father  !    Could  I  come  to  thee — 

Once  more  set  foot  in  home, 
A  servant  tho'  thou  mad'est  of  me, 

My  steps  should  never  roam." 
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So  coming  to  himself  he  rose — 

So  solemn  was  his  vow, 
And  bending  under  all  his  woes, 

He  started  homeward  now. 

Not  many  days,  and  all  ablaze, 
The  old  home  shone  one  night; 

Gay  minstrels  struck  their  wildest  lays, 
And  the  dancer's  feet  were  light. 

A  robe  was  brought  of  texture  fine, 
They  killed  the  fatted  beast, 

They  set  on  bread,  and  pour'd  out  wine, 
And  merry  was  the  feast. 

"  For  this  my  son,"  the  old  man  said, 
"  Has  come  back  safe  and  sound, 

He  lives,  he  lives  whom  I  thought  dead, 
The  lost,  the  lost  is  found." 


TWO   FRIENDS. 

LJONEYSUCKLE  with  sweetbriar, 
*•  ■      Growing  stronger,  richer,  higher; 
O'er  the  fences,  o'er  the  roof, 

From  all  meaner  things  aloof; 
Roughness,  sharpness,  all  forgiven 

In  the  largeness  of  their  heaven. 

Still  to  closer  life  inclined, 

Now  they  know  themselves  entwined 
In  each  other's  fragrant  arms, 

Doubling  each  the  other's  charms  : 
Be  it  so  :  spite  wind  and  weather, 

Grow  and  touch  and  live  together. 
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THE  BRAVE  SOUL. 


THHE  soul's  inward  light 

Shews  man  what  is  right, 
Yet  the  world  rushes  on  in  the  wrong  : 

The  Multitude  rules, 

And  gathers  its  fools 
Among  those  who  in  heart  are  not  strong. 

The  man  who  is  odd 

Is  nearer  to  God 
Than  the  many  who  float  with  the  stream  : 

Alive,  he  dares  go 

Against  the  mad  flow 
Of  the  world  with  its  follies  supreme. 

Defying  the  world, 

Whose  proud  lip  is  curl'd 
With  contempt,  he  holds  on  in  his  course ; 

Assured  that  the  right 

Is  mightier  than  might, 
And  that  morals  are  more  than  brute  force. 

And  so  to  men  known, 

As  standing  alone, 
In  their  follies  not  choosing  to  share; 

His  life  they  despise  : 

Truth  is — it  is  wise : 
But  alas  !  that  the  brave  soul  is  rare. 
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JANUARY   THE    FIRST. 


Yy/TTH  firmer  hope,  and  tranquil  eye, 
"*       Unmoved  we  watch  the  years  go  by, 
Nor  mourn  the  alt'ring  date; 
God  governs  all.      All  things  below, 
Move  at  His  will,  nor  fast  nor  slow, 
There's  nothing  left  to  fate. 

Each  new  year  comes  and  brings  the  new, 
The  better  and  more  truly  true; 

Some  good  thing  we  thought  dead 
Starts  up  to  life  :  some  ev:l  dies, 
Some  cloud  breaks  up,  and  clearer  skies 

Are  given  us  overhead. 

The  nations  stoop  not  as  they  did, 
To  any  senseless   Monarch's  bid, 

They  reason  over  things. 
They  mould  the  laws,  control  the  fights, 
They  knowledge  have  of  other  rights 

Beside  the  rights  of  Kings. 

Great  cities  cry  for  greater  share 
Of  wholesome  water,  purer  air; 

Blest  science  aids  the  cry ; 
Health's  highways  thro'  dark  courts  are  cleft, 
Disease  is  hunted  down,  or  left 

Without  its  prey  to  die. 

The   very    child    increaseth    worth 
With  nations  :  greatest  men  of  earth 

Would    fain    best   method   find, 
His  home's  necessities  to  meet, 
Yet  save  him  from  the  tempting  street, 

And    from    an    untrain'd   mind. 
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The  ministry  in  manhood  grows, 
With  men  no  interference  shows 

Save   but    to    save    from    sin ; 
We  do  not  fear,  we  do  not  doubt 
The  priest,  the  priest  is  dying  out, 

The  man  is  coming  in. 

And  everywhere  the  silent  leaven, 
The    spirit   of   a    Christ    and    heaven, 

Works  in  the  human  breast; 
Humanity  grows  more  humane, 
In  loving  love,  in  less'ning  pain, 

And  yearning  to  be  blest. 

Then  let  the  solemn  years  go  by ; 

We   watch    them    pass    without    a    sigh, 

Nor   would    we   stay    their    flight ; 
A  Father-King  rules  Nature's  realm, 
A  Father's  hand  is  on  the  helm, 

And  all  is  going  right. 


TEARS. 


A  S  flooded  river  finds  relief 

O'er  smooth  and  weedy  weirs, 
All  brimming  of  its  swollen  grief, 
The  heart  hath  need  of  tears  ! 

But  I  have  seen  fair  flowers  and  grass 
Grow  where  the  weirs  were  dry ; 

So   from   the  heart   grief's   flood   shall   pass 
In  sunshine  by  and  bye. 
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THE    LITTLE    CHILD. 

"AND  Jesus  called  a  little  child!" 
**       O  wond'rous  words  !  And  there,  all  wild, 
And  naked  yet  without  a  shame, 
Up-toddling  from  the  crowd  he  came, 
A  finger  to  his  mouth,  and  eyes 
That  sparkled  with  a  new  surprise  : 
And  Jesus  took  him  up,  and  pressed 
The  chubby  child  against  his  breast. 

"  Behold  this  child,"  said  Jesus  then, 
For  listeners  near  were  erring  men ; 
Disputing  much  concerning  place, 
And  gifts  and  favours  to  their  race — 
"  This  child,  so  pure  and  simple,  he 
The  model  of  your  life  must  be  : 
Converted  to  the  childlike  mind, 
Ye  entrance  to  the  Kingdom  find. 

Who  then  among  you  would  be  first, 

His    selfish    thoughts    must    be    dispersed  : 

Who  would  be  greatest  and  of  fame 

Among  his  fellow  men — the  same 

Must  be  content  to  be  the  least, 

To  serve  as  servant  at  the  feast, 

And  learn  in  lowliness  to  wait 

The  Master's  call  to  higher  state. 

So  fresh  from  God,  so  undefiled 
Of  earth  and  sin  the  little  child, 
That  whosoever  shall  offend, 
Touch  off  the  bloom  of  grace,  or  send 
Into  his  heart  a  thought  unclean — 
Better  for  these  they  had  not  seen 
The  light  of  day ;  or  deepest  sea 
Had  covered  them  eternally." 
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The    "  wise   and   prudent  "   do   not   know 
More  truly  than  the  child.      They  go 
By  knowledge  second  hand ;  they  miss 
The  hidden  truths  of  God ;  and  this 
Through    loss    of   childhood's    open    eyes, 
And  soul  transparent,  and  which  lies 
Receptive  as  the  water's  face, 
Of  quiet  pool  in  shady  place. 

"  And   Jesus   called  "  !     A   baby    boy 

Had  consummated  mother's  joy ; 

Yet  soon  the  quiet  vow  was  heard — 

"  Living,   this  lad   shall  preach  the  woid. " 

Forthwith,  upgrown,  with  willing  hand, 

He  toil'd  for  God  in  far  off  land. 

"  Why  not  the  easier  life  instead?" 

"  'Twas  Jesus  called  !"  the  mother  said. 

And  still,  in  truth  doth  Jesus  call 
The  little  child.      He  calleth  all ; 
And  little  ones  may  know  within 
A  love  that  seeks  their  love  to  win ; 
To  win  away  from  ways  of  wrong, 
And  Earth's  allurements  always  strong 
To  give  the  pure  and  loving  eye, 
Nor  let  their  soul's  sweet  music  die. 

Behold  the  little  grave  !  it  tells 

Of  one  whom  Jesus  called  :  who  dwells 

Now  and  for  ever  in  the  sun 

Of  Jesu's  smile.      Soon  did  he  run 

His  little  ways  away.      From  earth 

Called  back  to  heaven.      By  better  birth 

Born  into  glory's  deathless  day  : 

O  happy  child  thus  called  away  \ 
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THE   KINGDOM. 

•""THERE'S  sorrow  in  proud  mansion  halls, 
•         There's  sadness  on  the  sea  : 
There's  joy  within  mean  cottage  walls, 
And  laughter  light  and  free. 

No  fair  isle  in  far  distant  seas 

Is  too  remote  for  sin  : 
No  loathsome  chamber  of  disease, 

Where  angels  have  not  been. 

It    is    not    place    that    maketh    glad 

The  heart  of  human  kind ; 
'Mid  scenes  of  light  all  beauty-clad 

There  eyes  are  beauty  blind. 

In  vain  the  unhappy  millionaire 

May  think  to  purchase  joy  : 
He  comes  no  sooner  to  his  share, 

Than  poorest  beggar  boy. 

For  One  has  taught  us  on  this  wise — 

Who  knew  Himself  no  sin, 
No  perfect  heaven  around  us  lies, 

The  Kingdom  is  within  ! 


SONG   OF   A    SUMMER   MORN. 

•"THE  Summer  morn  awakes  again, 

*■  How  fair  to  see  ! 

The  mists  rise  slowly  from  the  glen, 

And  off  the  lea, 
Like  lifted  veil  from  fair  young  face, 
Provoking  love  and  love's  embrace. 
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Sweet  wild  flowers  bloom  on  every  hand, 
With  bright'ning  day ; 

While  o'er  this  happy  English  land, 
The  bloom  of   May 

Makes  hedgerows  in  their  whiteness  show, 

Like  remnants  left  of  Winter's  snow. 

Heaven's  jewellery  shines  on  the  grass, 
This  dewy  morn ; 

Wild  hyacinths  in  deep  blue  mass, 
The  woods  adorn ; 

And  fragrance  floating  on  the  air, 

Serves  a  soft  balm  for  honest  care. 

Somewhere  within  her  leafy  nook 

The  blackbird  sings ; 

From  out  the  copse,  and  o'er  the  brook, 
Another  flings 

The  mellow  music  of  a  song 

Competitive,  defiant,  strong. 

Now  from  yon  turf  there  mounts  on   high, 

And  all  alone, 
The  sweet  pet  warbler  of  the  sky ; 

And  lost  in  zone 
Of  limitless  and  golden  light, 
Sings  as  her  own  glad  powers  incite. 

Lord  of  all  loveliness  !     To  Thee 
We  lift  a  prayer, 

That  in  our  lives  there  may  but  be 

The  good  and   fair ; 

With  gladsome  song,  of  worship  born, 

All  counterpart  of  Summer  morn. 
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SONG    OF    A    WINTER'S    EVE. 

A   WEARY  of  the  burning  rays 
**  And  jading  heat, 

Of  Summer's  light  and  longest  days, 

Altho'  replete 
With  untold  good,  we  give  a  sigh 
For  shorter  day  and  sober  sky. 

Full  soon  September's  blust'ring  breath 
Blows  the  trees  bare ; 

And  sad  October  tells  of  death 
To  beauties  rare ; 

Remaining  months  run  past  apace, 

And  Winter's  here  with  cold  bare  face. 

Now  for  a  seat  in  chimney  nook, 

And  down-drawn  blind ; 

Now  for  warm  slippers  and  a  book, 
And  peace  of  mind ; 

Tho'  Winter,  wolf  like,  raves  around, 

Our  homely  joys  the  more  abound. 

How  warm  the  hearth  to  gathering  feet 
When  all  are  there  ! 

Each  one  their  own  accustom 'd  seat 
Or  easy  chair; 

And  parents  throned  in  all  the  best, 

Their  comfort  comforts  all  the  rest. 

Like  iron,  mind  now  sharpens  mind ; 

Some  notion     new, 
No  longer  by  a  fear  confined, 

Comes  bursting  through ; 
And  bursting  laughter  follows  on, 
And  many  thoughts  are  born  of  one. 
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The  merry  heart  is  med'cine  still, 
And  doeth  good; 

It  healeth  oft  the  awkward  will, 

And  brings  a  flood 

Of  pleasant  waters  fresh  and  clear, 

Where  else  were  barren  ground  and  sere. 

Young  voices  now  in  song  conspire, 

How  sweet  the  strains  ! 

The  soul  a-spring,   is  lifted  higher, 
And  still  attains 

A  loftier  sphere  of  thought  and  life ; 

Home  has  more  love  and  less  of  strife. 

What  matter  then  the  raging  storm, 
The  snow,  the  sleet; 

Love  in  the  home  will  keep  us  warm, 
And  home  is  sweet 

Where  merriment  and  music  weave 

The  threaded  hours  of  Winter's  eve. 


AMY    MORAN. 

1863. 

A  MY  Moran,  young  and  fair, 
■**     With  her  beautiful  brown  hair; 
Sweetly  curling  as  it  grows, 
No  adorning  needs  or  knows ; 
Features  cast  in  simple  mould, 
Scarcely  shy  yet  far  from  bold ; 
Loving  looks  in  hazel  eyes, 
Thoughts  that  take  you  by  surprise; 


26 


Little  prayers  to  be  forgiven, 
Happy  thoughts  of  life  and  heaven — 
Amy  Moran  such  was  she, 
Scarcely  gone  from  mother's  knee. 

1890. 

Amy  Moran,  young  no  more, 
Wand 'ring  storm-beat  on  the  shore, 
O'er  the  rocks  and  by  the  cave, 
Lingering  in  her  choice  of  grave ; 
Rushing  back,  still  in  despair, 
To  city  streets,  yet  homeless  there; 
Wretched,  cold,  a  prey  to  sin, 
None  to  help  or  take  her  in  : 
Found  at  last  at  dead  of  night, 
By  the  watchman's  sudden  light : 
There  on  cold  wet  pavement  laid, 
Knows  herself  beyond  his  aid ; 
Tells  him  how  she  drank  her  wealth, 
Lost  her  friends,  her  name,  her  health- 
Ceasing  now,  so  short  her  breath, 
Looks  adown  the  gulf  of  death ; 
But  mutt'ring  to  its  very  brink, 
"  Mother,  Mother — this  is  drink  !" 


IDLERS. 


VJT/HY  stand  ye  here  to-day, 
""      And  block  the  public  way? 
Your  hands  and  feet  for  work  are  strong, 
Why  wait  ye  here  so  long? 

No  labor  should  tire  us, 
If  some  man  would  hire  us. 
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If  that  be  so, 
Ye  need  not  idle  stand ; 
The  vineyard  is  at  hand, 
To  labor  go. 

Why  wait  ye  here  all  day, 

And  waste  the  hours  away? 
See  yonder  sun  will  soon  be  set, 

Have  ye  no  labor  yet? 

No  masters  desire  us, 
No  vineyards  require  us. 

That  is  not  so. 
The  Master  would  not  call, 
Had  he  not  work  for  all ; 
To  labor  go. 


FOXCOTE   LANES. 

f\    how  I  love  these  country  lanes  ! 
^^      Amid  their  pure  perennial  charms, 
At  once  removed  from  social  harms, 
My  life  its  truer  life  regains. 

Roaming  these  lanes  I  never  tire, 
Nor  fail  to  feel  their  mystic  good ; 

'Mid  falling  leaf,  or  Spring's  new  bud, 
At  misty  dawn  or  sunset's  fire — 

O  never  do  their  glories  cease  ! 

It  seems  as  tho'  'twere  always  May, 
Or  that  some  holy  Sabbath  day 

Had  toned  them  with  its  lasting  peace. 
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Thick  gemm'd  with  beauties,  steep  and  high, 
Embankments  rise  on  either  side, 

As  tho'  from  lesser  good  to  hide, 
They  focus  but  a  bit  of  sky. 

Or  massive  beech  that  shoot  up  straight, 
With  shady  tops  and  giant  boles, 

Reminding  one  of  noble  souls, 
The  pillars  of  a  church  or  state. 

How  calm  and  still,  these  lonely  lanes  ! 

Here  silence  is  save  song  of  bird, 
Here  voices  speak  but  not  with  word, 

And  quietness  unbroken  reigns. 

How  better  far  than  crowded  street ! 

Scene  of  an  evening's  vain  parade, 
Where  youth's  most  precious  hours  are  laid 

A  sacrifice  at  folly's  feet. 

How  wiser  far  these  lanes  to  know, 
To  breathe  their  scentful  atmosphere, 

To  feel  afresh  their  power  to  cheer, 
Or  set  the  heart's  pure  fires  aglow. 

But  now  for  home.     With  daylight  flown 
Young  love  comes  strolling  here  in  twos, 

It  seeks  the  shade  of  these  dark  yews — 
The  wise  will  leave  young  love  alone. 
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OLD    DANIEL. 

YV7ELL,  Well,  Old  Dan'el !    Gone  at  last ! 
**      Urged  onward  by  resistless  blast, 
Thy  mortal  bark  has  left  the  shore, 
To  cross  a  sea  re-cross'd  no  more. 
No  longer  shall  I  see  thee  here, 
Yet  in  unpictured  hemisphere, 
Where  no  old  age  or  death  can  be, 
I  doubt  not  it  is  well  with  thee. 

One  told  me  once  he  heard  thee  say, 

That  in  the  resurrection  day, 

Thou  did'st  not  hope  to  have  "  this  same 

Old  body,"  so  worn  out  and  lame, 

*T  had  given  thee  "plague  enough"  and  care, 

Thou  had'st  a  dread  of  its  repair  ! 

Ah  !  now  old  friend  'tis  thine  to  know 

How  needless  were  thy  fears  below  : 

For  whether  changed  and  formed  anew, 

Or  left  to  rot  the  ages  through, 

No  body  there  shall  vex  the  soul, 

With  painful  flesh  or  dull  control. 

Thine  image  will  be  with  me  long. 
I  see  thee  awkward,  often  wrong 
In  bearing,  etiquette,  and  dress — 
Old  age's  pardon 'd  carelessness  : 
I  see  thee  ruffled  in  thy  form, 
As  when  one  cometh  through  a  storm  : 
Thy  features  strangely  set  and  keen, 
Or  comical  as  sometimes  seen  : 
A  tuft  of  hair  at  tip  of  nose, 
Where  anything  so  seldom  grows  : 
And  lips  decisive,  oft  asunder, 
Half  in  doubt  and  half  in  wonder. 
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I  see  thee  coming  up  the  aisle, 

One  should  be  still  and  grave  the  while, 

But  there,  still  perch 'd  upon  thy  head 

Thy  spectacles  remain  !  their  red 

Or  black  tape  passing  behind  each  ear, 

And  oddly  pointed  at  the  rear. 

A  figure  fit  for  public  play, 

And  not  forgotten  many  a  day. 

And  there  was  much  in  thee  Dan 'el 
For  one  to  love.     Thou  wast  no  spaniel 
Fawning  at  the  feet  of  men.     Some 
When  they  give  the  merest  crumb 
Ask  homage  in  return.     But  these 
Could  never  bring  thee  to  thy  knees. 
No  mean,  low-creeping  soul  was  thine, 
Of  sad  mistrust,  or  base  design, 
Thy  thoughts  were  brave,  thy  hope  serene, 
Fix'd  well  on  truer  things  unseen; 
With  thee  'twas  ever  understood, 
That  he  was  safe  whose  life  was  good. 

Thy  mind  was  strong.      I  often  thought 
That,  early  train'd,  thou  woulds't  have  wrought 
Much  more  than  some.     Firm  was  thy  will, 
Thy  brain  was  clear;  thou  hads't  the  skill 
To  weigh  a  word,  a  reason  trace, 
To  judge  of  worth  or  commonplace. 

I  miss  thee  Dan 'el  when  we  meet 
Around  the  common  mercy  seat; 
Tho'  sore  of  foot  and  stiff  of  limb, 
Long  dids't  thou  come  to  worship  Him 
Who  heareth  prayer.     Devout,  low-bow 'd 
And  still,  it  seem'd  as  tho'  a  cloud 
Divided  thee  from  earth  :  that  heaven 
In  foretaste  were  already  given. 
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I  miss  thy  honest  thoughtful  prayers  : 

For  they  were  not  the  strange  affairs 

One  hears  betimes — a  muddled   host 

Of  words  in  which  all  sense  is  lost ; 

Thou  hads't  the  sense  :  thy  words  were  few, 

But  born  of  spirit  they  were  true  : 

And  with  both  thought  and  utterance  plain, 

Thy  simple  prayers  were  never  vain ; 

And  comrades  at  the  throne  confess 'd, 

Through  thee  their  spirits  had  been  bless'd. 

To  noble  minds  'tis  yet  a  sore 

That  mammon  worship  is  not  o'er  : 

The  rich  man  with  but  half  thy  faith 

Or  faithfulness,  would,  at  his  death, 

Have  had  discourse  preach'd  in  his  name; 

Perhaps  more  than  one,  and  so  his  fame, 

Bubble-blown,  would  fill  a  town, 

Or  books  enlarge  the  thin  renown. 

For  thee — alas  how  poor  ! — no  word 

Of  praiseful  sentiment  was  heard ; 

I  know  not  that  a  stone  will  tell 

How  long  thou  lived 'st,  much  less  how  well. 

But  judgement  comes  :  the  scales  of  men 
Are  not  the  final  scales  :  again 
Shall  all  be  weighed.     And  balance  just, 
Thy  soul  stripp'd  bare  of  earthly  dust, 
Shall  not  be  wanting  in  true  weight, 
Or  aught  that  counts  in  higher  state. 

Peace  to  thy  dust,  Old  Stager  grey  ! 

Peace  to  thy  aged  dust !  and  may 

My  mortal  act  as  well  be  played 

As  thine.    Then  under  green  turf  laid, 

A  blissful  future  dawns  for  me, 

When  Heaven  shall  fix  my  heaven  with  thee. 
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HOPE'S    ALLUREMENTS. 

rT"HERE  is  to  be,  that  is  not  yet; 
*■      A  faint  bow  born  of  stormy  tears, 
Gives  the  heart  glimpse  of  brighter  years, 
Before  the  sun  of  life  shall  set. 

There  is  that  yet  shall  make  amend 
For  all  we  deem  a  wasted  past; 

This  bitter  fruit — it  will  not  last, 

These  stern  results  must  know  an  end. 

This  hasty  turn  from  life's  highway, 
Long  dipping  in  the  doubtful  glen, 

Shall  touch  the  highway  once  again, 
And  surer  feet  make  up  delay. 

Then,  then  life's  best  shall  surely  come, 
The  warmer  hand  shall  grasp  our  own, 

One  heart  at  least  that  is  not  stone, 
Shall  beat  with  ours  and  not  be  dumb. 

Yet,  O,  in  all  that  bright  To-be, 

When  we  have  found  what  now  we  seek, 
Shall  we  have  no  regrets  to  speak? 

Nor  yet  a  fairer  mirage  see? 

Shall  we  not  still  have  failed  of  rest, 
Nor  childlike  chase  the  golden  things, 

That  flit  in  front  on  ceaseless  wings, 
And  still  expect  a  better  best? 

So  hope  allures  :  so  hearts  respond; 

And  if  life  no  fulfilment  gives, 
Of  bliss  for  which  the  spirit  lives, 

Unfaltering  still  we  look  beyond ! 
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THE    SPARROW. 

THE  sparrow,  the  sparrow, 
The  plaguey  old  sparrow  ! 
Still  up  to  some  mischief  with  fruit  or  with  seed, 
His  "bump"  of  destruction  is  developed  indeed; 
No  matter  to  him  what  seed  peas  may  have  cost, 
He  uproots  them  at  will,  till  the  whole  row  is  lost; 
Whether  "  Wonder,"  or  "  Gem,"  or  famous  fat 

44  Marrow," 
He  likes  them  !  that  is  all;  the  pilfering  sparrow  ! 

The  sparrow,  the  sparrow, 

The  cheeky  old  sparrow  ! 
You  set  up  an  old  hat  or  scarecrow  complete, 
He  laughs — don't  you  see  him?    and    calls    you 

44  Sweet,  sweet." 
There  is  no  catching  him — he  seems  to  suppose, 
So  he  comes  for  the  crumbs  not  a  yard  from  your 

toes; 
But  stir,  and  he's  off — flies  back  to  the  barrow, 
And  chirps  his  defiance — the  impudent  sparrow  ! 

The  sparrow,  the  sparrow, 
The  useful  wee  sparrow  ! 
Yes,  many  the  people  his  thieving  annoys, 
But  who  tells  the  number  of  grubs  he  destroys? 
The  harm  he  may  do  us  is  less  than  the  good, 
When  he  clears  of  their  evils  both  blossom  and 

bud; 
But  our  eyes  fail  to  see,    our   thoughts    are   too 

narrow, 
And  we  have  no  kind  word  for  the  poor  common 

sparrow  ! 


34 

The  sparrow,  the  sparrow, 
The  same  ancient  sparrow  ! 
He  was   known   if   not   loved   when   throughout 

Galilee, 
The  doctrine  was  taught,  men  before  failed  to  see, 
That  a  providence  rare,  takes  under  its  care, 
And  keeps  unforgotten,  the  birds  of  the  air. 
Then  hang  up  the  gun  with  the  out-of-date  arrow, 
For  the  Father  takes  note  of  the  fall  of  a  sparrow  ! 


SONG  OF  THE  DINGLE  BROOK. 

r\OWN  by  the  dingle  brook, 

*-^      In  the  days  gone  by; 

Shaded  in  the  shadiest  nook, 

While  the  sun  was  high — 

And  when  the  sun  went  low, 
We  had  no  mind  to  go. 

Down  by  the  dingle  brook, 

All  the  sweet  day  long; 
Ours  the  happy  thought  and  look, 
That  to  love  belong — 

And  we  forgot  life's  care, 
The  while  we  nestled  there. 

Down  by  the  dingle  brook, 
Deep  in  summer's  grass; 
There  we  read  a  pleasant  book, 
On  "  The  ships  that  pass  " — 

And  little  thought  we  then, 
We  should  not  meet  again. 

Down  by  the  dingle  brook, 

Now  I  go  alone, 
Mourning  still  the  fate  that  took 
From  my  heart,  its  own 

True  love,  and  left  it  cold 
And  friendless  to  grow  old. 
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Down  by  the  dingle  brook, 

I  have  ceased  to  go; 

Why  should  mem'ry  always  look 
Back  on  common  woe? 

Better  to  toil  and  trust, 
Than  burrow  in  death's  dust. 


OCTOBER'S    LEAVES. 

LJIGH  over  the  eaves, 

■  •     Come  flying  the  leaves; 
The  victims  all  silent  of  chill  Autumn's  slaughter; 
Now  on  the  dry  pathway,  now  into  the  water, 
Flutter  down  the  dead  leaves. 

Here  in  heaps  drifted, 

Now  by  winds  lifted, 
In  ceaseless  commotion,  fantastic  and  strange; 
Or  riding  the  wild   storm  they  mount   o'er  the 
grange, 

As  tho'  they  were  gifted. 

And  all  the  long  hours, 

In  sad  yellow  showers, 
They  rain  o'er  the  meadow  from  tall  poplar  tree; 
And  thinning  from  hedgerows  they  leave  the  light 
free, 

To  stream   thro'  thick  bowers. 

Ah,  me  !     What  a  waste ! 

I  said  in  my  haste; 
These  beauties  of  Springtime  so  ruthlessly  slain, 
This  falling  and  dying — O  is  it  not  vain? 

Is  there  nothing  misplaced? 

And  then  all  unsought, 

I  had  better  thought; 
It  is  good  present  good  should  vanish  away; 
Life  lives  on  the  lifeless;  it  feeds  on  decay, 

And  nothing  dies  for  naught. 
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*  THY  WILL  BE  DONE  "—A  New  Version. 

1WIY  God,  my  Father!  if  I  play 
**■*   Through  childhood's  warm  and  sunny  day, 
I  do  but  thy  sweet  law  obey — 

Thy  will  be  done. 

If  youth  be  given  with  all  its  days 
Of  reckless  mirth  and  merry  ways, 
And  zeal  that  sets  the  heart  ablaze — 
Thy  will  be  done. 

If  friendship  of  the  fair  be  mine, 
And  love  congenial,  pure,  benign, 
Enclasping  like  the  sweet  woodbine — 
Thy  will  be  done. 

If  life's  companionship  be  found, 
And  two  hearts  in  one  home  abound, 
Such  place  to  Thee  is  holy  ground — 
Thy  will  be  done. 

If  honest  toil  with  hand  or  brain, 
Bring  wealth  abundant  in  its  train, 
I  ask  Thy  smile,  nor  ask  in  vain — 

Thy  will  be  done. 

If,  strong  and  healthful,  life  for  me, 
One  ceasless  Summer's  day  should  be 
With  cloudless  sky — it  comes  from  Thee — 
Thy  will  be  done. 

And  when  at  last  life's  sun  shall  set, 
My  heart  shall  speak  no  sad  regret; 
Beyond  the  grave  Heaven's  dawn  is  met — 
Thy  will  be  done. 


37 

A    LITTLE    RIVER. 

CVER  onward  to  the  sea, 

*— '     Little  river  !     So  with  me. 

Subject  generation's  laws, 

I  can  know  no  break,  no  pause; 

Mark  or  measure  as  I  may, 

Streams  my  life  away,   away, 

To  the  all-receiving  tomb, 

To  the  infinite  To-come ! 

Ever  going,  never  gone, 

Little  river !     On  and  on 

Flow  thy  waters  from  their  source, 

Flow  thy  waters  down  their  course; 

Solemnly  they  ever  glide, 

Stedfastly  they  still  abide; 

So,  life  past,  of  men  forgot, 

I  shall  be  when  I  am  not ! 


Ceaseless  as  thy  waters  go, 

Little  river,  yet  we  know, 

Earth  is  brighter  to  the  view, 

For  thy  silver  running  through; 

Skirting  thy  existence  cool, 

Everything  with  life  is  full; 

Grass  and  grain,  and  flower  and  tree, 

The  better  grow  because  of  thee : 

Winding  through  the  happy  vale, 

How  they'd  miss  thee,  shoulds't  thou  fail ! 

Touched  on  every  side  by  those, 
'Mid  whose  life  my  own  life  flows, 
Little  river,  let  me  learn, 
Ere  from  thy  fair  banks  I  turn, 
These  lives  by  my  own  to  bless, 
Joy  make  more  and  sorrow  less; 
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Let  me  drain  the  tearful  eye 
Of  all  its  tears ;  as  well  supply 
To  burning  heart  and  chafing  mind, 
Thoughts  refreshing,  helpful,  kind ; 
So  till  joined  to  solemn  sea, 
Made  a  power  for  good  like  thee. 


SUNDAY    SCHOOLS. 

GAFE-throned  amid  her  rocky  coasts, 
****      Begirt  by  the  lonely  seas; 
Great  are  the  charms  Old  England  boasts; 
Yet  thank  we  heaven  most  for  these — 
Her  Sunday  Schools. 


The  Church  of  God  her  nursery  needs, 
Where  souls  shall  strike  deep  in  truth; 

Nor  shall  men  M  go  out  to  see  reeds," 
As  long  as  she  trains  her  youth 

In  Sunday  Schools. 


The  home,  clear  typed  at  Bethany, 
Needs  know  the  diviner  grace; 

He  comes,  whom  the  world  cannot  see, 
Noiselessly  in  from  a  place 

In  Sunday  Schools. 


I 
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LOST. 

did  not  think  that  I  should  miss  you, 
My  little  friend 
So  much.     But  now  I  may  not  kiss  you, 

Nor  even  send 
A  token  of  my  love — such  fate 
Leaves  my  heart  sad,  disconsolate. 

'Twas  strange  you    should    have    so   departed 

without  a  word; 
That  I  your  friend  was  broken-hearted 

You  must  have  heard  : 
And  yet  no  sign,  no  line  from  you, 
And  what  your  friends  said  proved  untrue. 

If  seas  alone  did  roll  between  us, 

Or  mountains  vast; 
The  coming  years  might  yet  have  seen  us 

As  in  the  past : 
Your  simple  love  like  sunny  ray, 
Cheering  my  own  life's  lonely  way. 

Alas  !     I  know  not  you  are  living 

Far  off  or  near; 
I   only   know   my   heart's   misgiving, 

And  horrid  fear, 
Lest  convent  walls  and  senseless  vow, 
Have  severed  us  for  ever  now. 


DAYLIGHT    DREAMS. 

YY/E  dream  of  some  great  thing  to  do, 
**        When  other  things  permit, 
When  opportunities  are  given, 

And  prove  so  much  more  fit; 
When  changes  favorable  shall  come, 

With  longer  leisure  hours; 
Or  more  congenial  soil,  wherein 

Shall  germinate  our  powers. 
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And  so  our  deedless  lives  run  on 

In  reverie  and  sleep; 
While,  never  less'ning  of  themselves 

Pile  up  a  vexing  heap 
Of  resolutions  rendered  void, 

Aims  aimless  and  obscure, 
Endeavours  but  of  impulse  born, 

And  dying  premature. 

O  well  for  us  could  we  awake  ! 

O  well  for  us  to  know, 
That  never  from  such  dreamy  moods, 

Can  wealth  or  knowledge  grow; 
We  need  a  purpose  definite, 

A  brave  determined  will 
To  dare,  to  do,  to  do  right  now; 

So,  life  with  labor  fill. 


FREEDOM. 

""THE  thoughtless  tyranny  is  o'er  ! 

A  kinder  hand  folds  back  the  door, 
Permits  the  speckled  throstle  go, 
Her  native  woodland  life  to  know. 
Full  soon  a  fuller  freer  note, 
Than  ever  swelled  the  throbbing  throat, 
While  cribb'd  in  cruel  wiry  den 
Rings  through  the  woods,  and  up  the  glen ; 
Uplifted  is  the  heart  towards  heaven, 
To  sing  the  song  of  freedom  given  ! 
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The  days  are  past  when  shackled  slave 
Wept  long,  to  know  the  quiet  grave 
Had  not  received  him,  e'er  he  woke 
To  unpaid  labor,  and  the  stroke, 
All  merciless  of  cutting  whip, 
From  whose  long  lash  the  blood  drops  drip 
Gone  are  the  shackles  now,  and  gone 
The  governments  that  kept  them  on. 

And  here  and  there  'mong  nations  wide, 

A  people  who  for  ages  cried 

For  some  redeeming  hand,  because 

Of  hard  and  unrelenting  laws, 

Or  iron  heel,  or  kingly  lust, 

That  kept  them  bleeding  in  the  dust, 

Their  freedom  gain.     Some  state  more  wise, 

And  able  more  to  sympathise, 

Gives  their  Oppressor  final  check, 

And  lifts  the  yoke  from  off  their  neck  ! 

A  freedom  of  yet  higher  kind, 

The  liberty  of  soul  and  mind 

Without  restraint  to  speak  the  true, 

As  God  shall  given  the  wid'ning  view — 

This  liberty  has  yet  to  come ; 

And  want  of  it  keeps  poor  man  dumb. 

Hedgea  in  by  some  sectarian  code 

Of  faith,  he  keeps  the  beaten  road; 

Or  like  yon  dull  unchanging  ass, 

Whose  rope  trails  behind  him  in  the  grass, 

Wide  truth  is  his  whereon  to  feed 

When  safely  tether 'd  to  a  creed  ! 

He  may  not  speak  the  whole  he  thinks. 

But  some  official,  like  a  lynx, 
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Will  scent  his  heresy  and  doubt, 
And  tell  the  evil  thing  about ; 
Or  bring  the  matter  to  a  head, 
And  rob  the  thinker  of  his  bread. 

Yet  who  shall  deem  it  but  absurd, 

To  give  the  preacher  God's  own  Word — 

A  mine  so  rich  in  gold,  no  man 

Has  ever  known  its  wealth,  or  can — 

And  yet  withal  to  have  him  bound 

To  find  but  that  which  has  been  found  ! 

"  Our  fathers  " — so  their  actions  say, 

1 '  Dug  deep  and  brought  the  gold  away ; 

"  To  current  coin  they  ran  the  ore — 

"  'Tis  useless  now  to  seek  for  more." 

But  waves  receding  yet  advance; 

The  peevish  child  must  take  his  chance, 

Whose  weak  heart  set  on  mounds  of  sand, 

Cries  to  the  sea  to  let  them  stand. 

So  freedom  comes;  receding  wave 

Shall  fill  again  the  space  it  gave. 

Interpretations  undivine, 

And  tests  and  articles  to  sign — 

The  mud-pies,  sand-heaps  men  have  made, 

And  ever  of  their  wreck  afraid ; 

A  tide  of  thought,  no  hand  can  stay, 

Comes  in  to  lick  them  all  away. 

To  faiths  drawn  out  by  human  hand, 

And  dogmas  none  can  understand — 

The  human  soul  no  slave  shall  be, 

For  a  creedless  Christ  hath  left  it  free  ! 
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THE    HAREBELL. 

U1  AIR  little  flower^  !  living  all  alone, 

*  Here  on  the  wild  hill  side  : 

Yet  where  are  colours  fairer  than  thine  own? 

Or  where,  in  Nature  wide, 
Are  curves  more  graceful?      O  my  little  bell, 
The  Maker  of  blue  sky  made  thee  as  well. 

I   wonder  now — what  consciousness   is   thine? 

And  do'st  thou  ever  know 
A  deep  sad  sense  of  loneliness  (like  mine), 

In  being  left  to  grow. 
So  far  remote  from  all  companion  bloom? 
Or  is  it  thine  to  love  excess  of  room? 

Like    bit    of    blue    sky    hung    on    wiry    stem, 

And  shaped  a  perfect  bell, 
Thou  child  of  lonely  places  !     Little  gem  ! 

I  would  that  thou  could'st  tell 
But  half  what  I  would  ask  concerning  thee ; 
Thy  little  life  and  all  its  mystery. 

And  O  if  thou  should'st  for  one  moment  speak, 

And,  stooping,  I  could  hear 
The  Great  God  whisper  through  thee  !    All  I  seek 

To  learn  might  then  be  clear. 
And  yet,  'tis  better  that  it  is  not  so ; 
To  trust  is  ofttimes  wiser  than  to  know. 

Fair  little  bloom  !     It  does  me  good  to  rest, 

Stretched  on  the  turf  by  thee; 
With  bracken  high,  and  shaping  like  a  nest 

Around  thyself  and  me  : 
And  gazing  long  upon  thy  colours  fair, 
My  heart  uplifts  from  its  burden  of  care. 
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And  I  can  love  afresh  all  God  has  made, 

And  thank  Him  for  the  sight 
Of  tiny  flower,  and  every  grassy  blade 

That  helps  to  make  earth  bright : 
And  I  can  trust  again  the  love  and  power, 
Of  Him  who  made  thee,  little  Harebell  flower. 


ABOUT    BARMOUTH. 

pAREWELL  ! 

A  long  farewell  to  Barmouth  bay  ! 
I  may  be  old  and  grey, 
And  full  of  other  scenes  less  fair, 
Before  I  come  to  lodge  upon  your  shore 
Again,  or  breathe  your  bracing  air. 

A  glad  farewell  to  Barmouth  beach  ! 

'Twere  easy  to  impeach 

Your  name  :   such  heaps  of  blinding  sand, 

Increasing  and  incurable, 

Were  fitter  for  some  desert  land. 

Farewell  to  Barmouth's  shallow  sea; 
It  is  up  to  one's  knee  ! 
My  friend  and  I  went  right  away, 
To  find  some  water  where  to  swim, 
Four  miles  the  other  side  the  bay. 

Farewell  to  Barmouth's  lovely  heights; 

Full  many  are  the  sights 

Of  mountain,  sea,  and  inland  copse, 

Providing  one  is  standing  clear 

Of  the  smoke  from  chimney  tops  ! 
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Farewell  to  you  Miss  Edith  Whyte; 
For  to  you  it  seemed  right 
To  leave  your  name  in  letters  bold 
Upon  the  sand;  nor  guess'd  results 
Would  grow  so  strange  and  manifold. 

Farewell  to  Barmouth  altogether  ! 
And  I  know  not  whether, 
I  can  group  thoughts  so  opposed  as  these, 
Better  than  to  say  in  simple  truth, 
There's  much  to  plague,  and  much  to  please 

At  Barmouth  ! 


HEART  AND   HAND. 

YV7HAT  thine  hand  shall  find  to  do, 
"  Do  it  with  thy  might  ! 

Be  the  deed  or  kind  or  true, 

Do  it  with  thy  might  ! 
Longest  life  will  soon  be  gone, 
Work  there  is  for  every  one, 
Woulds't  thou  hear  the  glad  "  Well  done  "? 

Do  it  with  thy  might ! 

Dost  thou  make  the  anvil  ring? 

Do  it  with  thy  might  1 
Is  it  thine  sweet  song  to  sing? 

Do  it  with  thy  might  ! 
Work  at  home,  in  field,  or  mine, 
Scholarly,  or  more  benign, 
If  at  all  right  work  is  thine, 

Do  it  with  thy  might ! 
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Base  it  is  a  task  to  shirk — 

Do  it  with  thy  might ! 
Men  can  judge  of  worthy  work, 

Do  it  with  thy  might  ! 
If  thy  labour  none  may  see, 
Nearer  then  is  God  to  thee, 
Known  of  heaven  thy  work  must  be — 

Do  it  with  thy  might ! 


THE    LILIES. 

/CONSIDER  the  lilies  !       The  great  Teacher's 
^     words 

Were  full  of  sweet  wisdom.     The  flowers  and 
the  birds, 
The  skies  and  the  cornfield,  the  children  at  play — 

All,  all  were  his  lessons,  to  show  the  good  way. 

Consider  the  lilies  !    They  to:l  not,  He  said; 

So  each  of  God's  children  is  clothed  and  is  fed, 
Not  by  the  heart's  worry,  or  scheming,  or  care, 

But  by  the  faith  childlike  that  trusts  God  in 
prayer. 

Consider  the  lilies  !  low-born  of  the  earth, 

'Tis  heaven  gives  them  sweetness,  and  white- 
ness and  worth  : 

And  poor  is  the  glitter  a  vain  world  puts  on, 
We  have  no  true  lustre  if  God  gives  us  none. 

Consider  the  lilies  !     On  lone  mountain  side, 
They  flourish  uncared  for  yet  sweet  as  a  bride; 

Be  ours  the  contentment  and  spirit  of  grace, 
To  make  our  lives  lovely  whatever  their  place. 

Consider  the  lilies  !  but  short  is  their  day, 

They   bloom   in   their   beauty,    and   then    pass 
away  : 
Yet  faith  need  not  falter,  afraid  of  death's  powers, 
The  soul  hath  its  Springtime   as    well    as    the 
flowers. 
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SHEEP  v.    MEN. 

LJOW  much  then  is  a  sheep 

*  *■      Better  than  man  !     So  cheap 

In  its  breeding  and  keep. 

And  a  forest  of  deer 
Means  ten  thousand  a  year 
From  the  sportsman  and  peer. 

(voice)  Who  strips  the  highland  glen, 
Of  hardy  race  of  men, 
He  builds  town  sweater's  den  ! 

And  the  landless  man  comes 

Crowding  into  the  slums, 

Till  they  fight  for  life's  crumbs. 

What  matter?     Who  are  they? 
Just  offal  human  clay  ! 
Go  to — drive  them  away. 

Let  the  land  be  barb-wired, 
If  it  be  so  desired; 
Great  owners  are  tired 

Of  this  plea  for  mankind; 
So  they  rule  to  their  mind, 
And  the  law  is  behind  ! 

(voice)  But  ' '  the  law  is  a  hass  "  !  * 
With  a  face  hard  as  brass, 
'Twould  have  men  to  eat  grass  ! 

But  man  is  above  law; 
Let  the  rich  stand  in  awe, 
For  the  poor  may  yet  draw 

*  Bumble,    in    "Oliver   Twist." 
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First  blood  in  the  near  fight 
That  is  coming,  when  might 
Shall  go  under  to  right. 

And  the  toiler  shall  toil 

A  freeman  on  the  soil, 

And  none  his  life  shall  spoil. 


SCHOOL    BOUND. 

A    morn  of  mushrooms,  drizzling  mist, 
**•     Two  ponies  in  their  gear, 
A  sweet  young  face  upturn 'd  and  kissed, 
And  then  to  disappear. 

Strange  quietness  about  the  place, 

Through  a  dull  afternoon; 
Mamma  sit  there  witn  thoughtful  face, 

And  sister  plays  a  tune. 

And  evening  lamps  at  Maple  Mount 
Show  one  less  on  the  scene; 
There's  talk  of  Christmas,  and  a  count 
Of  weeks  that  intervene. 


So  present  loss  long  felt  and  sore, 

Shall  double  future  joy, 
And  time  restore,  with  welcomes  more, 
The  school-bound  Gertrude  Roye. 
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A    BIRTHDAY. 

f~\  everlasting,  ageless  Lord  ! 
^-^      With  me  another  year  hath  flown, 
I  mark  what  Thou  hast  never  known — 
A  birthday.     Lo,  the  silver  cord 

Is  still  unloosed;  the  golden  bowl, 
The  pitcher  at  the  wheel  remain; 

And  dust,  nor  turn'd  to  dust  again, 
Is  still  the  dwelling  of  the  soul. 

O  Giver  of  all  life !     Who  dost 

Still  lengthen  out  this  feeble  thread, 

Nor  number'st  me  among  the  dead, 
I  own  how  right  it  is,  how  just 

That  life  remaining,  short  or  long, 

In  full  submission  unto  Thee 
Thy  own  wise  workmansnip  should  be, 

And  shaped  a  poem  or  a  song. 


INDIVIDUALISM. 

/^\UT  from  myself  I  may  not  go; 
^^      In  vain  I  change  my  name, 
Or  circumstances  high  for  low, 
I  still  remain  the  same. 

A  conscience  too  is  in  the  breast, 
Like  monarch  on  his  throne; 

No  man  but  is  of  this  possess'd 
And  so  have  I  my  own. 
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Existence,   conscience,   these   are  mine, 

And  must  be  mine  for  aye; 
From  bond  and  boundary  both  divine, 

I  may  not  break  away. 

Made  thus  responsible  am  I 

For  all  that  I  shall  be, 
Against  myself  the  charges  lie, 

And  none  can  share  with  me. 

No  matter  how  securely  hidden 

I  go  amid  the  crowd, 
To  do  the  things  of  God  forbidden, 

Of  virtue  disallowed. 

Alone,  alone  must  I  appear 

To  answer  for  the  deed, 
No  numbers  then  can  interfere, 

No  others  intercede. 

Then  never  shall  it  be  my  aim, 
To  shirk  the  good  when  few, 

To  turn  with  tide,  to  sail  with  stream, 
Just  do  as  others  do. 

Society  does  this  or  that 

No  certain  rule  can  be; 
Unfetter'd  by  its  proud  fiat, 

I  choose  remaining  free. 

Be  mine  the  wiser,  nobler  course, 

To  follow  inward  light; 
For  this  alone,  not  number's  force, 

Can  guide  one  in  the  right. 
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TIMOTHY   HUBBLE. 

TTIMOTHY  Hubble 

*      Got  into  trouble, 
And  to  ruin  he  was  near ; 

He  lost  his  own  house, 

Was  poor  as  a  mouse, 
And   'twas  all  through  drinking  beer. 

Now  when  he  was  young, 

His  mother  did  wrong, 
For  she  made  him  to  taste  the  cup; 

A  father  he  had, 

Who  was  just  as  bad, 
For  he  told  Tim  to  "  drink  it  up." 

And  then  wanting  more, 

From  one  glass  to  four, 
Downward  went  Tim,  ever  drinking ; 

And  the  more  he  drank, 

The  deeper  he  sank, 
Still  downward  he  went  never  thinking. 

Till  fast  as  a  nail, 

Tim  got  into  jail, 
Through  drinking,  disorder,  and  debt : 

But  being  in  prison, 

Brought  him  to  reason, 
He  learnt  what  he  ne'er  could  forget. 

He  saw  'twas  the  beer 
Which  made  him  so  queer, 

And  his  early  bright  home  had  blighted, 
So  when  he  came  out, 
Neither  double  X  nor  stout 

Would  he  take,  whoever  invited. 
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"  No,  never,"  said  Tim, 

"  You  may  fill  to  the  brim, 
But  I've  learnt  I'm  best  without  it; 

On  the  cold  water  plan, 

I'm  like  a  new  man, 
Just  ask  my  good  wife  if  you  doubt  it." 

And  so  to  this  day, 

Tim  keeps  the  good  way, 
And  is  fast  regaining  lost  ground ; 

Instead  of  the  selling, 

He  has  bought  back  his  dwelling, 
And  honestly  paid  every  pound. 

And  there  with  his  wife, 

He  lives  the  good  life, 
The  life  that  is  simple  and  wise ; 

Content  with  the  good, 

For  drink  and  for  food, 
And  such  as  kind  nature  supplies. 


SONG  OF  THE  WELSH  LOVERS. 
Helen. 

("^OME,  say  "  Good-night  "  once  more,  my  love, 
^*        Before  I  close  the  gate; 
I  dare  not  keep  thee  longer,  love, 
The  hour  is  getting  late. 

I    shut   thee    out    again,    my    love, 

I  shut  thee  out  again ; 
The  dark  night  lies  before  thee,  love, 

And  all  the  silent  glen. 
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'Tis  hard  to  let  thee  go,  my  love, 

To  let  thee  go  alone ; 
God's  angels  go  with  thee,  my  love, 

And  guard  thee  as  their  own. 

Llewellin. 

No    anxious    thoughts    of    me,    my    love, 

I  know  the  glen  all  through ; 
And  distances  are  less,  my  love, 

When  heart  to  heart  is  true. 

I  think  too  of  the  promise,  love, 

Thou  gavest  me  in  song, 
That  thro'  the  lonesome  nights,  my  love, 

I  should  not  journey  long. 

A    few   more    times    I    come,    my   love, 

To  love — not  now  to  win, 
And  thou  shalt  shut  me  out  no  more,  love, 

For  I  shall  shut  thee  in  ! 


"  AND    YET    IT    MOVES." 

HPIME  is  speeding, 
A       But  the  years  in  wisdom  grow; 
Man  is  pleading, 
Fuller,  larger  life  to  know. 

Good  is  growing, 
Tho'  yet  evil  seem  the  most; 

Grace  is  flowing, 
Touching  every  clime  and  coast. 

War  is  dying, 
Mankind  sickens  with  its  gore; 

Peace  is  sighing 
For  fresh  victories  and  more. 
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Toil  is  gaining 
More  the  sense  of  righteousness ; 

Wealth  is  training 
In  the  art  and  power  to  bless. 

Light  is  breaking, 
Darkness  lifts  from  o'er  the  land; 

Men  are  waking 
To  the  breadth  of  God's  command. 

Earth  is  moving 
Onward,  upward,  into  light; 

Souls  are  proving 
God  is  love  as  well  as  might ! 


LOVE   IS  ALL. 

•"THE  world  is  but  an  emptiness, 
■  Where  love  is  not; 

Naught  else  can  beautify  or  bless 
The  barren  spot ; 
And  Eden  to  a  desert  turns, 
Where  love's  pure  fire  no  longer  burns. 

The  Church  of  God  is  but  a  name, 

Where  love  grows  cold ; 

No  power  can  keep  the  altar  flame 
Alight :   no  gold 

Buy  back  a  forfeited  estate 

Of  peace ;  or  envy's  fires  abate. 

The  home  is  but  of  walls  and  roof, 

Where  love  is  gone ; 

Its  fabric  cannot  be  of  woof 

Or  warp  alone ; 

And  only  love  can  weave  the  two, 

And  make  the  home  complete  and  true. 
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The  heart  is  but  of  flesh  and  blood, 
If  love  be  dead ; 

A  rose  rain-rotted  in  the  bud, 

All  sweetness  fled ; 

O  lifeless  life  !      O  fearful  fate  ! 

For  hearts  that  love  not  yet  must  hate  ! 

Love,   love  is  all !    The  good  man's  creed, 
And  path  to  heaven ; 

The  germ  of  life  within  the  seed, 

The  Kingdom's  leaven; 

The  essence  of  the  life  above, 

Of  God  Himself,  for  God  is  love  ! 


OUR    GRAND    BAZAAR 

(Written  for  a  little  girl  opening  a  Bazaar). 

44  A  little  child  shall  lead  them!" 
**     And  thus  the  prophet  spake, 
When  visions  showed  the  golden  age 

That  o'er  the  world  should  break  : 
When  wolfish  war,  and  strife  should  cease, 
And  all  men  love  and  live  in  peace. 

"A  little  child  shall  lead  them!" 

And  so  the  child  leads  on, 
A  first  in  simple  hearted  love, 

Uniting  all  in  one ; 
And  zeal  that  runs  in  haste  to  share 
The  Christian's  lot  of  toil  and  care. 

"A  little  child  shall  lead  them!" 

To-day  the  truth  is  seen, 
And  this  is  why  our  boys  and  girls 

Have  chosen  me  their  "  Queen  "  : 
To  lead  them  on  for  one  short  hour, 
To  do  the  good  within  their  power. 
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"A  little  child  shall  lead  them!" 
And  who  else  follows,  pray? 

Who  helps  to  make  for  us  and  ours 
A  rich  and  glorious  day? 

To  gladden  all  our  anxious  friends, 

Whose  want  of  money  never  ends. 

"  A  little  child  shall  lead  them  !" 

And  so  would  I  lead  all, 
To  give,  or  work,  to  buy  or  sell, 

And  empty  every  stall  : 
A  child  !  a  Queen  !  a  leading  star  ! 
I  open  now  our  grand  Bazaar. 


WHAT  SHALL   IT   PROFIT. 

YY7HAT  then  avails  one's  working  hard, 
**       In  mine,  or  mill,  or  factory  yard, 
If  wealth  hard  won  brings  yet  no  peace, 
Nor  bids  the  stress  of  life  to  cease? 

What  profit  in  the  pile  of  wealth, 

That  leaves  the  soul  a  wreck?  and  health 

The  constant  victim  to  a  greed 

That  grasps  far  more  than  life  can  need  ? 

The  little  that  the  righteous  hath — 
No  bulging  hind 'ranee  in  the  path 
That  must  thro'  straitness  lead  to  light — 
Is  better  than  the  wretched  plight 

Of  dire  abundance  seeking  more; 
And  "  building  bigger  barns,"  to  store 
"Goods"  which  "to-night"  may  not  be  theirs, 
But  pass  by  death  to  distant  heirs. 


57 


A  day  of  toil,  an  evening's  rest, 
Are  surely  to  the  good  man  blest; 
But  more  than  these  is  mixed  with  care, 
And  points  the  way  to  rich  despair. 

M  Nor  poverty  nor  riches  "  mine, 
Is  wisdom's  word,  and  sense  divine  : 
And  neither  by  itself  to  know, 
Is  safest  path  through  life  below. 


MAY    DAY    DITTIES. 


WELCOME   TO   MAY. 

A  LL  welcome  to  thee,  O  beautiful  May ! 

**     All  welcome  to  thee  and  thy  flowers; 
Thy  garland  to-day, 
Is  the  hawthorn's  white  spray, 

And  thy  smiles  are  the  glad  sunny  hours  ! 

Chorus  : 
O  beautiful  May  ! 
We  would  thou  coulds't  stay, 
And  gladden  us  with  sunshine, 
The  rest  of  life's  day. 

All  welcome  to  thee,  O  sweet  gentle  May  ! 
Thy  breath  is  as  sweet  as  first  love; 

The  soft  airs  of  Spring, 

Float  down  from  thy  wing, 
And  the  bird-songs  fill  woodland  and  grove. 

O  beautiful  May  !  etc. 


58 

All  welcome  to  thee,  O  blithe  happy  May  ! 
We  welcome  thee  here  on  the  green; 

The  girl  and  the  boy, 

Are  brimful  of  joy, 
And  with  laughter  we  crown  our  May  Queen. 

O  beautiful  May  !  etc. 


HOLD   THE   FLOWERS    UP. 

f*\  my  children,   see  the  sunshine 

^"^       Pouring  from  the  sky; 
Winter's  darkness  disappearing, 
Summer  days  are  nigh. 

Chorus. 
Hold  the  flowers  up  !  gay  and  blooming, 

Keep  we  May  day  still; 
Wave  the  flowers  in  thanks  to  heaven, 
And  indeed  we  will. 

See  the  thousand  blooms  around  us, 

Glorious  every  one; 
Let  us  prize  these  gems  of  nature, 

Ere  their  beauty's  gone. 

Hold  the  flowers  up,  etc. 

Green  the  grass  and  growing  greener, 

Healthful  breezes  blow; 
Down  the  dell  in  ceaseless  laughter, 

Shining  waters  flow. 

Hold  the  flowers  up,  etc. 

Fair  and  long  are  days  of  Summer, 

Skies  are  bright  and  clear; 
Upward  be  our  songs  of  gladness, 

Cheer,  my  chlidren,  cheer ! 

Hold  the  flowers  up,  etc. 


59 
MAY-DAY    SONG. 

HPHIS,  this  is  our  May  day  !   We've  looked  for 
•       it  long; 

We  sing  now  its  welcome  with  mad  merry  song; 
We    welcome    its    sunshine,     its    health-giving 

breeze, 
Its  daisy-specked  meadows  and  beautiful  trees. 

Chorus. 

Then  up,  up  with  the  flowers  ! 
Make  the  best  of  bright  hours ! 
Our  May  Queen  is  crown 'd, 
Let  sorrow  be  drown 'd, 
And  hooray  for  May  day  and  our  Queen  ! 

Hark,  hark  how  the  birds  sing!      Their   strong 

ceaseless  throats. 
Fill  all  the  fair  woodland  with  sweet  mellow  notes; 
And  we  will  be  merry;  good  music  and  words, 
Shall  find  us,  though  wingless,  as  happy  as  birds  ! 

Then  up,  up  with  the  flowers  !  etc. 

See,  see  our  bright  flowers  !  beyond  all  compare, 
For   Solomon's   "  best  clothes  "   were  never  so 

fair  : 
And  tho'  these  may  perish  and  fade  from  the 

scene, 
One  beauty  we  cherish — our  lovely  May  Queen  ! 

Then  up,  up  with  the  flowers  !  etc. 
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BEAUTY'S    REIGN. 


1V4Y  garden's  beauty  never  dies; 
*"•*      No  day  doth  ever  come 
When  loveliness  has  no  surprise, 
Nor  yet  a  ling'ring  bloom. 

In  Winter  when  its  coldest  breath 

Across  the  landscape  blows, 
It  never  blows  so  keen  but  some 

Stray  bit  of  beauty  shows. 

When  frost,  hard  hearted,  grips  the  land, 

Or  snow  is  mantling  all, 
The  yellow  stars  of  jesamine 

Shine  'gainst  the  shelter'd  wall. 

Comes  now  the  welcome  snowdrop  through, 
Through  the  hard  earth  and  cold; 

The  crocus  follows  in  its  turn, 
With   cup  of  shiny  gold. 

Unbroken  through  the  Winter  runs 

The  bright  succession  on, 
Till  herald  flowers  of  Spring  proclaim 

That  beauty's  never  gone. 

And  life  is  like  a  garden  too : 

When  coldest  with  its  cares, 
Joys  unexpected  cross  our  path, 

Like  angels  unawares. 

Some  noble  song,  some  happy  thought 

Revealed  through  loving  eyes, 
Some  smile,  that  bright'ning,  meets  our  own, 

So  life's  bloom  never  dies. 
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MAY   AND   AFTER. 

f~\  the  glory  of  the  green 
^       That  clothes  the  Maiden  May ! 
A  greener  green  no  eye  hath  seen, 
Since  Winter  went  away. 


O  the  beauty  of  the  buds 

That  burst  with  life  in  Spring  ! 

The  sticky  chestnuts  in  the  woods, 
And  birch  bits  all  a-swing. 

O  the  fragrance  of  the  flowers  ! 

The  sweetness  of  the  sweet ! 
A  twofold  happiness  is  ours, 

Where  bloom  and  fragrance  meet. 

O  the  loveliness  of  leaf, 

The  leaf  of  leafy  June  ! 
Nature's  full  dress  !    Alas,   how  brief 

Is  Summer's  afternoon  ! 


O  the  beauty  of  decay  ! 

October's  sunny  days, 
When  near  and  far,  and  far  away, 

The  woods  seem  all  ablaze ! 


O  the  grandeur  of  the  earth! 

And  O  for  seeing  eyes  ! 
For  all  the  good  God  brings  to  birth, 

Is  meant  to  make  us  wise  ! 
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A   CITY   DAISY. 

CHE  knew  nothing  of  the  mountains, 
***  Of  their  grandeur  or  their  good ; 
She  had  never  seen  the  rivers, 

In  their  windings,  or  their  flood ; 
She  knew  nothing  of  the  forests, 

Never  once  had  pierced  their  gloom  ; 
And  but  little  of  the  flowers, 

When  they  come  or  where  they  bloom. 
And  the  treble  of  sweet  songsters, 

Thorough  bass  of  waterfall, 
Gladsome  tenor  notes  of  nature — 

She  was  stranger  to  them  all. 

Hers  was  not  a  mountain  dwelling, 

Rural  lanes  knew  not  the  girl ; 
In  the  city's  dust  and  tumult, 

Much  unnoticed  lay  the  pearl. 
Yet  tho'  far  from  sights  of  nature, 

There  was  given  the  healthful  mind, 
Loving  most  the  true  and  simple, 

And  to  good  and  right  inclined. 
All  mad  policies  and  selfish, 

Eating  out  young  girlhood's  heart, 
Never  robb'd  hers  of  its  sweetness, 

Hers  the  better  nobler  part. 


They  who  knew  her  named  her  "  Daisy,' 
All  who  knew  her  loved  her  too ; 

And  this  fondness  for  the  flower, 
Ever  growing  as  she  grew, 

Grew  intenser  when  'twas  whisper'd, 
How  disease  still  held  its  prey, 
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And  the  chances  of  her  living, 
Fast  were  less'ning  every  day. 

She  herself  was  calm  and  saintly, 
And  to  know  that  life  had  run 

Gave  her  lustre  like  the  leaves  have, 
In  the  bright  October  sun. 

Then  as  with  the  comely  myrtle, 

Crushing  makes  its  fragrance  more, 
Sharpest  suff'ring  seem'd  to  quicken 

Virtues  unobserved  before. 
Bright'ning  to  a  glorious  sunset, 

Shone  her  life's  brief  April  day ; 
Till  the  shadows  deep  and  length'nin^, 

Stole  the  ling'ring  light  away. 
So  with  Autumn  leaves  she  faded, 

Thro'  Earth's  dust  went  back  to  God — 
Nothing  marks  where  they  have  laid  her, 

Save  a  simple  daisy  sod. 


BAND  OF  HOPE  MARCH. 

D  ANDS  of  Hope  !  bright  youthful  bands, 
■■*     Join  your  hearts  and  join  your  hands, 
We  will  free  our  own  dear  lands 
From  the  enemy  ! 

Drink  has  stain'd  our  Nation's  name, 
Drink  has  thousands  brought  to  shame, 
Thousands  more  'twill  serve  the  same, 
Or  we  make  them  free. 

Rise  then  for  your  Country's  sake  ! 
Haste,  or  mothers'  hearts  will  break  ! 
Help,  or  else  the  foe  will  make 
Greater  misery  ! 
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Who  to  drink  would  be  a  slave? 
Who  would  fill  a  drunkard's  grave? 
Who  for  truth  would  not  be  brave? 
Let  him  turn  and  flee. 

Who  would  know  and  do  the  right? 
Who  would  help  to  make  homes  bright? 
Let  him  to  our  cause  unite 

All  his  energy  ! 

Forward  then  to  lessen  woe  ! 
Forward  then  to  slave  the  foe  ! 
Forward  !  in  God's  name  we  go 
And  to  victory  ! 


AUTUMN   IN  THE  WOODS. 

CVERY  hollow  full  of  ferns, 
*-**     Turning  yellow  in  their  turns ; 
Straggling  brambles,  fierce  and  wild, 
Yielding  berries  to  the  child ; 
Oak  balls  tumbling  from  the  tree, 
Beech  nuts  dropping  stealthily ; 
Hosts  of  leaves  come  down  to  die, 
Leaving  openings  to  the  sky ; 
Bluebells,  foxgloves,  gone  to  seed, 
Everything  to  death  decreed  : 
Nothing  left  of  flowers  or  buds, 
Such  is  Autumn  in  the  woods  ! 
So  there  is  an  autumn  known 
To  the  heart.     It  feels  alone  : 
Fearing  all  best  days  are  past, 
Sees  the  future  overcast : 
Fond  acquaintance  broken  through, 
Friends  departed,  some  untrue; 
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Human  flowers  cold  and  dead, 

Covered  by  a  grassy  bed  : 

Hopes,  late  blossoms,  putting  out, 

Withering  soon  and  flung  about 

By  cruel  winds  :  dread  doubts  and  fears 

Finding  vent  in  sudden  tears ; 

Yes  there  is  an  Autumn  known 

To  the  heart  fhus  left  alone. 

Yet  there's  this  thought  after  all, 

Ferns  may  fade  and  leaves  may  fall, 

Hearts  may  change  and  prove  untrue, 

All  may  look  as  these  woods  do — 

Tho'  sad  Autumn  here  is  given, 

All  is  bright  Spring-time  in  heaven. 


THE  BROKEN  VOW. 

D  ATT  IE  Persey  was  the  daughter 
*         Of  a  farmer  good  and  great; 
Lived  they  by  still  Avon's  water, 
On  a  broad  and  rich  estate. 

Fair  to  look  upon  was  Pattie, 
Thoughtful  in  her  ways,  and  wise ; 

One  could  see  a  Christian  spirit, 
Indexed  in  those  gentle  eyes. 

Then  there  came  a  rich  young  noble, 
Having  every  chance  in  life; 

He  made  friends  with  Pattie  Persey, 
Asking  her  to  be  his  wife. 

And  it  was  a  rare  rich  offer  : 

But  one  thought  in  Pattie's  heart 

Closed  it :  and  at  length  she  whispered, 
"  Tho'  we  love  there's  need  to  part. 
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"  For  too  often  have  I  witness 'd 
Hearts  and  homes  both  broken  up, 

By  the  evil  course  of  drinking, 
By  the  base  forbidden  cup. 

And  I've  vowed  a  vow  to  heaven, 

I  will  never  wed  the  man, 
Who,  for  home  and  its  endearments, 

Will  not  choose  the  better  plan." 

But  the  rich  young  noble  argued, 
There  were  those  who  drank  too  much ; 

He  said  abstinence  from  drinking, 
Was  alone  the  plan  for  such. 

And  he  told  her  of  the  pleasure 
Always  lurking  in  the  wine ; 

How  it  sparkled  in  the  measure, 
Cheering  hearts  so  prone  to  pine. 

Till  at  last  kind  Pattie  yielded, 
Broke  her  vow  with  him  to  wed. 

But  five  summers  had  not  ended, 
Ere  a  wretched  life  she  led. 

For  the  noble  loved  his  drinking, 
Craving  more  the  more  he  drank ; 

Took  he  then  to  low  companions, 
Low  in  morals  and  in  rank. 

And  for  wife  and  home  he  cared  not, 
Drink  had  so  debased  his  soul; 

Like  a  man  upon  the  rapids, 
On  he  went  beyond  control. 

Till  one  night  amidst  deep  drinking, 
Where  the  cards  past  to  and  fro ; 

Went  his  temper,  went  his  caution, 
Went  his  fortune  at  a  throw  ! 
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Then  his  passion  ran  to  madness; 

He  took  poison  there  and  then ; 
Bowed  himself  across  the  table, 

Fell — and  never  spoke  again. 

Now  they  bore  him  to  the  mansion  : 
But  when  Pattie  saw  the  sight — 

"  My  broken  vow  !"  she  utter 'd  screaming, 
"  Justly  am  I  lost  this  night." 

And  'twas  found  before  the  morning, 

Reason  had  for  ever  fled  : 
So  she  lived  a  few  weeks  longer, 

Then  was  numbered  with  the  dead. 

O  ye  maidens,  pure  and  simple, 

Ye  whose  love  is  strong  and  true, 
Take  this  warning  :  much  ye  need  it ; 
And  when  one  would  wed  with  you, 

O  remember  Pattie  Persey, 

And  the  cloud  that  cross'd  her  brow, 

And  for  God  and  by  His  mercy, 
Make  and  keep  her  solemn  vow  ! 


THE  STREET-CHILD. 

STILL  living  by  some  means,  still  hungry  and 
wild, 
The  city  knows  well  is  the  son  of  her  street; 
All  tatter 'd  and  torn  from  his  head  to  his  feet, 
He  seems  to  be,  seems  to  be  nobody's  child. 
Yet  rudely  uncloth'd  in  his  body  and  limb, 
There's  an  infinite  worth  deep  treasured  in  him  I 
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One   wonders    betimes,    Has    he   where   he   may 
dwell? 
Has  he  ever  yet  known  what  a  fireside  means? 
Accustom'd  he  must  be  to  strange  little  scenes, 
And  much  more  he  knows  than  he  ventures  to 
tell. 
Yet  sad  as  his  home  may  be,  comfortless,  dim, 
There's  an  infinite  worth  deep  treasured  in  him  ! 

'Tis  something  to  see  how  he  plies  with  his  ware, 
With  his  cheap  three-a-pennys,  his    matches    or 

"  Mail;" 
But  O,  in  the  hour  when  these  little  helps  fail, 

To  whom  does  he  go  with  his  trouble  and  care  ? 
Yet  in  sickness  and  grief,    when   his    little   eyes 

swim, 
There's  an  infinite  worth  deep  treasured  in  him  ! 

And  still  is  there  needed  the  far-seeing  faith, 
The  right  estimation  that  thinks  not  of  cost; 

To  love  the  unloved  ones,  to  seek  for  the  lost, 
And  save  the  undying,  the  undying  from  death  : 

For  each  little  street-child  the  Lord  would  redeem 

For  an  infinite  worth  lies  treasured  in  him  ! 


FIRST    LOVE. 

LIKE  guitar's  soothing  notes 
To  a  soul  filled  with  grief; 
Like  the  fragrance  that  floats 
From  the  lavender  leaf; 
So  wafts  through  the  heart,  in  days  that  are  best, 
The  rapture  of  first  love  while  yet  unexpress'd. 

Order'd  language  proves  vain, 

Empty  sounding  and  cold; 

And  the  angel  is  slain 

With  the  words  that  are  bold; 
Enough  the  fond  look,  if  a  look  but  replies; 
For  the  heaven  of  first  love  rays  forth  from  the 
eyes ! 
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DUTY   DONE. 

^*\  the  joy  of  duty  done, 
^^     Of  hardy  task  completed; 
To  get  one's  breath  when  the  race  is  won, 
And  just  rewards  are  meted. 

O  the  joy  of  conquest  gain'd, 
Of  difficulties  throated; 
Of  weapons  held,  and  the  fight  maintain 'd 
O'er  wrongs  like  castles  moated. 

O  the  joy  of  earnest  life, 
Filled  up  with  righteous  daring; 
To  seek  not  rest,  yet  amid  the  strife, 
To  know  there's  rest  preparing ! 


O 


THE  CRY  OF  THE  AGE. 

when  shall  the  dawn  awake — 
The  dawn  of  the  day  of  God? 
O  when  shall  the  morning  break, 
And  the  feet  with  gospel  shod, 
Come  over  the  hills  witn  the  bugle  of  peace, 
And  bid  the  red  torrents  of  hatred  to  cease? 

O  when  shall  the  light  appear? 

The  darkness  is  deep  and  long; 

The  righteous  are  faint  with  fear, 

Earth  loses  her  faith  and  song; 
O  when  shall  the  war  drum  by  all  be  abhor 'd. 
And  the  long  years  increase  the  rust  of  the  sword  ? 

O  when  shall  we  reach  the  age — 

The  God-age  that  is  to  be? 

O  when  shall  we  turn  the  page 

Of  the  book  of  mystery? 
When,  when  shall  we  know  why  sin  is,  and  pain, 
And  why  the  good  God  lets  evil  remain? 
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Hush,   hush  !  say  when  shall  we  ask 

For  a  patient  quiet  mind? 

It  were  never  human  task 

Ends  in  time's  tangle  to  find  ! 
O  when  shall  we  reverently  leave  God  alone, 
Believing  it  best  that  His  ways  are  unknown? 


BIRDS    IN    THE     HAT. 

A    bright  and  golden  dicky  bird, 
**•      Not  long  since  plump  and  fat, 
Is  slaughter'd  now,  and  gumm'd,  and  stitch'd 

Out  spread  upon  a  hat ! 
And  who,  except  a  thoughtless  girl 

Could  fail  to  mourn  for  that? 

Of  such  propriety  and  taste, 

How  little  can  be  said  ! 
For  while  she  knows  no  living  bird 

Would  nestle  on  her  head, 
She  knows  full  well  that  like  all  else, 

Birds  putrify  when  dead. 

O  girl !  have  birds  no  feelings  then, 

No  love  or  loving  kin? 
Have  you  no  beauty  of  your  own, 

The  manlier  heart  to  win? 
But  you  must  dip  your  hands  in  blood. 

And  wear  a  birdie's  skin  ! 

"  I  dip  my  hands  in  blood?"     Yes,  you! 

You  took  that  little  life ; 
'Twas  you  sent  out  the  trader  grim, 

With  powder,   nets  and  knife; 
'Tis  your  demand  creates  supply, 

And  keeps  the  business  rife. 
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"  Rough  words,"  indeed?     But  tell  me  this, 

Is  yours  a  polished  deed? 
To  take  a  life  so  beautiful, 

Shows  heartlessness  and  greed; 
The  merciful,  it  says,  shall  find 

The  mercy  they  shall  need. 

O  make  haste  home,  and  trim  afresh 

To  some  less  mad  design; 
You  cannot  want  for  ways  and  means 

To  dress  as  truly  fine; 
And  leave  to  their  wild  forest  home, 

God's  happy  birds  and  mine! 


DAISES     PLEASE. 

f~\  set  some  daisies  on  my  grave,  when  I  am 
^^       called  away; 

And  let  them  tell  in  silent  speech,  how  in  his 
own  life's  day, 
He  loved  the  simple  (who  beneath    hath   entered 
into  rest), 
And  taught  betimes,    in    simple    rhymes,    that 
simple  things  were  best. 


O  set  some  daisies  on  my  grave,  when  I  am  taken 
home; 
If  they  but  please  some  little  child,  who  near  the 
spot  may  come, 
Methinks  I  shall  be  gladder  then,  if  then  I  may 
be  told, 
Than  should  they  raise  rich  marble  stone  and 
blaze  my  name  in  gold. 
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O  set  some  daisies  on  my  grave,  in  greenest  grass 
to  grow, 
That  those  who  love  me  when  they  come,  my 
resting  place  to  know, 
May  know  as  well  that  He  whose  power  the  daisy 
brings  to  bloom, 
Will  never  leave  the  soul  of  man  to  perish  in 
the  tomb  ! 


IN    THE    SUNSHINE. 

CITTING  in  the  sunshine, 
*~     On  the  grassy  lawn, 
Where  awhile  in  myriads  shine 
Gems  of  early  dawn ; 

Good  as  gold  is  morning  light, 
Happier  still  warm  sunshine  bright. 

Lolling  in  the  sunshine, 
With  a  scented  breeze 
Blowing  from  the  sweet  woodbine, 
And  from  poplar  trees; 

Lucky  they  who  get  to  know 
Fragrant  leaf'd  Ontario. 

Lounging  in  the  sunshine, 
Healthful  form  of  rest; 
Well,  when  one  is  sixty-nine 
One  hopes  to  turn  life's  crest 

Slowing  down  to  peaceful  calm, 
Humming  just  a  song  or  psalm. 

Loit'ring  in  the  sunshine, 

Time's  glass  "  settled  fair  "; 
Warm  is  friendship's  hand  in  mine. 
Life  has  little  care; 

Springs  of  good  still  fresh  and  full, 
Easy  days,  but  never  dull. 


73 

Ling'ring  in  the  sunshine — 

Then  the  daylight  fades, 
Then  some  angel-voice  divine 
Calls  from  out  the  shades  : 

Then — Earth's  dark  night  passed  away, 
Sunshine  wakes  to  endless  day. 


HYMNS. 


THE    SHADOWS   OF    GOD. 

/~\   beauteous  God  !  we  may  not  know, 
^-S       As  those  bright  spirits  near  thy  throne 
How  fair  Thou  art.     Yet  here  below 

Thy  being  is  through  beauty  shown, 
And  all  fair  forms  the  heart  would  bless, 
Are  shadows  of  Thy  loveliness. 

The  Summer's  morn  is  but  a  ray 
Of  fuller  light  that  is  with  Thee, 

And  Winter's  wealth  of  untrodden  snow 
The  image  of  Thy  purity ; 

And  gentle  dew,  and  fruitful  showers, 

Tell  of  Thy  grace.     It  may  be  ours. 

The  mountains  high,  broad-based  and  sure, 
Fair  streams  still  winding  down  the  vale, 

These  type  Thy  own  strong  faithful  word, 
And  kindnesses  that  never  fail. 

And  all  the  flowers  of  field  and  wood 

Are  witnesses  that  Thou  art  good. 
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The  great  wide  sky,  o'er  specked  with  clouds, 
That  cross  the  silent  dome  of  blue, 

Is  like  Thy  mercy  over  all 

And  vast.     O  may  we  find  it  true  : 

Nor  fear  when  Night's  dark  sable  wing 

Hides  all.     New  mercies  dawn  shall  bring. 


SPRING-TIME  OF  YOUTH. 

ETAR  in  the  past  are  wintry  snows, 
The  icy  lane  and  frozen  fen ; 
For  glad  Spring-time  is  here  again, 

The  skies  are  bright,  the  south  wind  blows. 

Life  bursts  afresh  from  every  sod, 
The  daisy  specks  the  green  lawn  now, 

The  thrush  sings  on  the  hawthorn  bough, 
And  leads  all  Nature's  praise  to  God. 

We  praise  Thee  Father.      For  spring  tide 
Is  not  with  outward  things  alone ; 

In  human  hearts  a  Light  is  known, 

That  proves  their  glory  and  their  guide. 

Grant  us  O  Lord  this  light  to  share, 
That,  from  their  death  of  Winter  freed, 

Our  souls  may  wake  to  kindly  deed, 
And  all  that  makes  life  glad  and  fair. 

Lest  hardness  in  the  heart  increase, 
Give  soft'ning  rain  of  sorrow's  tear; 

Or  storms  that  leave  divinely  clear 
The  skies  within,  and  bring  us  peace. 
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And  when  with  simple  love  we  part, 
And  choose  instead  a  world's  vain  show- 

Or  filled  with  pride  we  cease  to  know 
The  sunshine  of  a  pure  young  heart, 

Forgive  :  and  make  us  wise  to  see 
That  sweeter  life  may  yet  be  ours  : 

For  life,  like  spring  with  all  its  flowers, 
Is  found  O  Lord,  alone  in  Thee. 


TEARFUL   SOWING. 

IT  may  cost  us  many  a  tear, 

Still  to  sow  from  year  to  year, 
In  the  stubborn  ground  of  youth, 
All  our  little  store  of  truth  : 
O  for  faith  !  the  faith  that  leaves 
God  to  send  the  welcome  sheaves. 

As  the  snow  comes  down  and  rain, 
Passing  soon  to  earth  again, 
Giving  yet  the  seed  and  bread, 
Whereby  hungry  ones  are  fed — 
"  So  shall  my  word  be,"  saith  God, 
Never  once  returning  void. 

Howe'er  long  the  word  may  lie 
Hidden,  it  can  never  die ; 
Ours  the  care  that  truth  is  sown, 
God  will  multiply  His  own; 
Ours  to  plant  the  germ,  the  root, 
Heaven  shall  show  us  all  the  fruit. 
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FEED    MY    LAMBS. 

HPHE  Master  spoke  :  and  Peter  stood 
■*•  To  lend  a  list'ning  ear; 

The  question  came — "  Dost  thou  love  Me?" 

And  straight  without  a  fear. 
Said  Simon  **  Lord  Thou  knowest  well, 
I  love  Thee  more  than  I  can  tell." 

"  Then  feed  my  lambs,  and  this  shall  be 
The  proof  thou  hast  a  love  for  Me." 

And  then  twice  more  the  Master  spoke, 

And  yet  as  Peter  turned, 
The  question  of  his  love  was  all ; 

And  Peter's  anger  burned — 
"  Why  Master  why?     Why  ask  again? 
I  love  Thee  more  than  other  men." 

"  Then  feed  my  lambs,  and  this  shall  be 
The  proof  thou  hast  a  love  for  Me." 

And  tho'  full  many  thousand  suns 

O'er  Galilee  have  set, 
To  all  who  linger  on  the  shore, 

The  words  are  sounding  yet — 
"  Dost  thou  love  Me  the  most  and  best? 
And  woulds't  thou  have  thy  love  confessed? 

Then  feed  mv  lambs,  and  this  shall  be 
The  proof  thou  hast  a  love  for  Me." 

To-day  it  seems  as  tho'  we  stood 

In  Simon  Peter's  place; 
For  tho'  we  hear  no  outward  voice, 

Nor  see  that  earnest  face, 
We  boast  a  kindred  love  for  Him, 
Who  came  the  children  to  redeem; 

Then  feed  His  lambs,  and  this  shall  be 
The  proof  of  Love's  sincerity. 
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LIFE'S    MORNING. 

[    ORD  of  all  life !  life's  morning  hours, 
*— •     All  fresh  and  fair  with  rosy  light, 
And  charm  of  newly-open 'd  flowers, 

Thou  giv'st  us  now.     Our  lives  are  bright; 
Yet  brighter  still  our  lives  would  be, 

Were  our  young  hearts  but  given  to  Thee. 

The  sweet  wild  rose  on  wayside  thorn 
No  aid  or  skill  of  workman  knows; 
So  art  would  fail  us  to  adorn 
The  native  grace  Thy  hand  bestows  : 

Yet  sweeter  still  our  lives  would  be, 

Were  our  young  hearts  but  given  to  Thee. 

Our  hope  is  large.     Life's  longest  lane 
Reveals  for  us  no  source  of  dread, 

But  winds  in  whiteness  o'er  the  plain, 
And  turns  a  glorious  mountain  head  : 

Yet  still  more  hopeful  life  would  be, 

Were  our  young  hearts  but  given  to  Thee. 

And  love  is  ours.     Hearts  intertwine, 
And  love,  in  deeds  of  kindness  shown, 

Makes  every  common  day  divine  : 
Yet  Source  of  love !  we  gladly  own, 

More  loving  still  our  hearts  would  be, 
Were  they  but  truly  given  to  Thee. 

Our  freshest  life  and  fairest  face, 
Our  largest  hope  and  purest  love — 

Lord  sanctify  them  by  Thy  grace, 
Till  raised  to  higher  life  above, 

The  dawn  of  heaven  our  souls  shall  see, 
Was  when  the  heart  was  given  to  Thee. 
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SONG  OF  THE   CHILDREN. 

DUDS  of  humanity, 

*J     Wildly  had  we  grown, 

But  for  the  charity, 

Kindly  hearts  have  shown. 

Paths  plain  they  made  for  us, 
Bent  us  back  from  wrong, 

Prayers  have  they  prayed  for  us, 
Bearing  with  us  long. 

Truth  still  is  training  us, 
Till  the  truth  we  love; 

Love  still  is  gaining  us, 
For  the  life  above. 

Flowers  in  Eternity, 

Bright  with  glory's  ray, 

Blooms  our  humanity 

Through  an  endless  day. 


A   PRAYER   FOR   HELP. 

'"THEY  came  to  Thee  in  days  of  old, 
*     O  Lord,  whose  hearts  were  dead  and  cold, 

And  little  light  had  they  : 
We  come  like  them  and  each  heart  pleads, 
Oft  knowing  least  its  greatest  needs — 

Lord  teach  us  how  to  pray. 

For  self  alone  we  would  not  live, 
Receiving  truth,  so  would  we  give, 

And  learn  the  heart  to  reach; 
The  clay  may  take  the  outward  mould, 
The  mind  must  from  within  unfold, 

Lord  teach  us  how  to  teach. 
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As  streams  from  hidden  sources  start, 
The  life  comes  welling  from  the  heart, 

Earth  trains  for  heaven  above; 
By  love  alone  is  love  inclined, 
To  seek  the  higher  life  and  find, 

Lord  teach  us  how  to  love. 

To  love  that  we  may  faithful  serve, 

Nor  once  from  paths  of  hardships  swerve, 

And  thoughts  of  ease  defy; 
Content  to  lose  our  lives  for  Thee, 
To  gain  an  immortality, 

Lord  teach  us  how  to  die. 


A  CORN   OF  WHEAT. 

INTO  the  brown  earth  let  thy  grain  be 
*  thrown, 

Spare  not,  nor  fear  thou  hast  but  that  alone; 
It  dies  to  live,  increasing  well  thy  store, 

As  thou  shalt  lose,  thy  grain  shall  be  the  more. 

This  human  life  is  grain  :  O  keep  it  not, 
In  quiet  ease  and  selfishness  to  rot; 

Self-sacrifice  is  law  :  throughout  the  earth, 
Where  death's  defrauded  there  can  be  no  birth. 

Then  save  not  thou  thy  life  :  in  Christly  deed 
Surrender  it  the  hungry  world  to  feed; 

It  will  be  thine  more  truly  and  complete, 

As  thou  shalt  part  with  it — a  corn  of  wheat. 

And  God  Himself  shall  not  forget  the  giver, 

But  thine  for  ever  and  for  ever, 
Shall  be  the  nobler  life,  the  greater  gain, 

And  heaven's  full  harvest  for  thy  buried  grain. 


So 

YET  THERE   IS   ROOM. 

"V^ET  there  is  room  !"  the  voice  comes  nigh, 

And  ways  with  scarce  a  passer  by, 
Are  startled  with  the  earnest  cry — 
' '  Yet  there  is   room  ! ' ' 

"  And  many  have  gone  in  to  share 
The  banquet  of  the  King  so  fair ; 
Come  now,  and  we  will  lead  you  there, 
For  yet  there's  room. 

"  And  ye  who  pace  the  crowded  street, 
With  aching  heart  and  restless  feet, 
And  with  no  shelter  from  the  sleet — 
There  still  is  room." 

"  Not  room  for  us?"    "  O  yes,  for  you; 
The  word  is  honest  through  and  through ; 
The  Master  grieves  to  have  so  few, 
O  yes  there's  room." 

"  We  are  not  fit !"  'Tis  not  denied, 
But  He  who  calls  you  will  not  chide, 
He  will  the  whitest  robe  provide, 

Then  come — there's  room. 

Look  !    Night  is  here !    And  gathering  gloom, 

Betokens  still  a  darker  doom 

For  those  who  enter  not.     O  come, 

While  yet  there's  room." 
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A  SALEM   HYMN. 

|    ORD  of  all  truth  !     Thy  word  is  true, 

That  tells  of  Jesus  living  here, 
Of  mothers  who  could  trust  His  love, 
And  bring  their  little  children  near; 
O  teach  us  Lord,  who  read  His  fame, 
To  know  His  love  is  still  the  same. 


No  matter  that  He  walks  no  more 
The  grassy  hills  of  Galilee; 
That  none  may  touch  His  gentle  hand, 
That  none  His  loving  face  may  see; 
He  lives  in  heaven,  for  us  to  pray, 
The  same  for  ever — and  to-day. 

And  still  a  mother's  faith  may  find 
A  welcome  that  can  never  cease; 
The  childlike  heart  may  feel  a  touch 
That  brings  a  calm  and  holy  peace; 
And  sinful  ones,  and  sad,  may  share 
The  benedictions  of  His  prayer. 

Then  still  O  Lord  our  children  see, 

Assembled  in  this  holy  place; 

Still  sweetly  draw  them  unto  Thee 

And  from  the  world.     Give  light  and  grace; 

And  since  Thou  would 'st  their  souls  redeem, 

Let  Jesus  "  put  His  hands  on  them." 
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NAMES   THAT    NEVER    DIE. 


JV/IUCH  we  thank  Thee  Lord  most  high 

For  the  names  that  never  die; 
For  the  good  of  earlier  day, 
Who,  ere  they  should  pass  away, 
Left  us  legacies  of  peace, 
Clearer  light  and  truth's  increase. 

Much  we  thank  Thee,  gracious  Lord, 
For  first  men  to  teach  Thy  word; 
They  the  native  work  began, 
We  but  consummate  their  plan; 
They  were  toilers  at  tne  plough, 
We  have  rip'ning  harvest  now. 

Patient  watchers  in  tne  night, 
Strong  their  faith  in  dawning  light; 
Thinkers  they  of  things  unthought, 
Teachers  of  the  child  untaught; 
Theirs  the  full  reward  of  heaven, 
Ours  the  bright  examples  given. 

We,  O  Lord,  Thy  grace  implore, 
Light  to  spread  from  more  to  more; 
Working  still  the  work  divine, 
Carrying  on  Thy  great  design; 
Ceasing  not  tin  earth  shall  be, 
Full  of  heaven  as  heaven  of  Thee. 
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GOD    OF    OUR    HOMES. 

/~*  OD  of  our  homes  !   'twas  Thy  pure  love 
^"^     Gave  to  the  human  heart  its  ties, 
Thy  wisdom  shaped  the  home  on  earth, 
And  took  the  pattern  from  the  skies. 

As  well  the  altar  and  the  throne, 
The  hearth  is  sacred  in  Thy  sight; 

From  thence,  age  after  age,  have  flown 
The  Church  s  men,  the  nation's  might. 

God  of  our  homes  !  go  with  us  there : 
And  where  the  way  is  dark  or  long, 

Sustain  our  souls  in  quiet  prayer, 
Fill  up  the  lonely  heart  with  song. 

Bless  those  who  for  our  coming  wait : 

And  where  each  love-group  grows  complete, 

Let  Him  of  Bethany  make  one, 
And  keep  us  list'ning  at  His  feet. 

God  of  our  homes  !  like  all  on  earth, 

Affections  have  their  little  day; 
Then  ties  that  bound  us  break  in  twain, 

Our  homes  dissolve  and  pass  away. 

Yet  O,  our  Father,  we  can  trust 
Thou  hast  for  us  a  home  on  high, 

Where  love  loves  on  for  evermore, 
And  nought  we  love  can  change  or  die. 
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THE   LORD'S    PRAYER. 

"CATHER  in  heaven  !" 
Thy  Son  hath  given 
To  all  who  lift  beseeching  hands  in  prayer 
The  right  to  call  Thee  by  that  word  :   to  dare, 
Oft  as  they  pray, 
To  put  all  doubt  and  fear  away, 
And  with  a  childlike  love  to  say — 

"  Father  in  heaven." 

"  Father  in  heaven," 

Long  were  we  driven 
Of  sin.     Far  in  the  world  we  sought  for  joy  : 
But  bitter  hunger  and  a  base  employ 

Were  ours  instead. 

Low  as  the  swine,  on  husks  we  fed, 

Till  coming  to  ourselves  we  said 

"  Father  in  heaven." 

"  Father  in  heaven," 

Oft  have  we  striven 
But  all  in  vain,  the  great  Wherefore  to  know, 
Of  human  sorrow,  and  far  deeper  woe. 

Man  cannot  tell; 

We  only  trust  all  must  be  well, 

Love  only  in  that  word  can  dwell, 

"  Father  in  heaven." 

"  Father  in  heaven," 

Thy  love  hath  given 
The  earth  for  all.       No  monarch  on  his  throne 
Hath  rights  above  the  poor  to  claim  or  own 

The  Land.     The  Sea 

Or  winds  of  heaven  are  not  more  free, 

Or  showers  of  rain.   All  come  from  Thee, 
"  Father  in  heaven." 
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"  Father  in  heaven," 

That  Name  should  leaven 
All  human  kind  with  thoughts  of  love  and  peace ; 
Made  of  one  blood  all  nations  well  may  cease 

Their  wars  of  hate, 

Their  envious  policies  abate, 

And  move  in  Thee  to  higher  state, 

"  Father  in  heaven." 


"fJALLOW'D  be  Thy  name," 
*  •      We  have  no  claim 
To  supplicate  first  for  ourselves.      Our  needs 
Stand  off  afar,  the  while  true  reverence  pleads  : 
God  first  in  prayer  ! 
His  providence  takes  up  our  care, 
The  trustful  heart  will  leave  it  there, 
And  hallow  His  name. 

"  Hallow'd  be  Thy  name," 

Be  this  our  aim, 
While  worshipping,  to  bear  the  lowly  part ; 
To  check  the  staring  eye,  and  hard'ning  heart 

Low  on  its  knees 

The  troubled  mind  feels  most  at  ease; 

The  humble  soul,  it  is,  God  sees 

To  hallow  His  name. 

"  Hallow'd  be  Thy  name," 

How  vast  a  shame 
That  many  coming  to  God's  house  come  late, 
And  never  blush  !   Proudly,  well  dressed,  in  state 

They  sweep  the  aisle; 

How  much  confusion  reigns  the  while 

Is  naught  to  them  :  they  force  a  smile — 
Nor  hallow  God's  name. 
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"  Hallow 'd  be  Thy  name," 

Souls  get  aflame 
Of  that  they  worship.      What  we  most  rvevere, 
By  slow  degrees,  doth  in  ourselves  appear  : 

Like  plastic  clay, 

Our  souls  in  reverence  bear  away 

The  worshipp'd  One.    Then  wise  are  they 
Who  hallow  God's  name. 


"THY  kingdom  come," 
*       War's  awful  drum 
Be  burst,  and  shatter'd  :  let  it  beat  no  more, 
The  prelude  to  the  battle's  blood  and  gore ; 
Bring  in  Thy  peace, 
O  Lord  :  let  righteousness  increase, 
Thy  kingdom  fills  the  earth  with  bliss, 
O  let  it  come  ! 

"  Thy  kingdom  come," 

Cleanse  the  foul  slum, 
Of  all  its  depth  of  dirt  and  sea  of  slime  : 
Break  up  the  Sweater's  den,  its  curse  and  crime ; 

Let  heaven's  fresh  air 

Blow  strong  and  healthful  everywhere, 

Thy  Kingdom  Lord  makes  all  things  fair, 
Soon  may  it  come. 

"  Thy  kingdom  come," 

The  poor  are  dumb 
Beneath  the  tyranny  of  wealth  and  greed; 
Life  is  not  life  to  them  :  they  feed,  they  breed, 

Landless  and  poor, 

Worn  to  the  bone,  sad,  insecure, 

Thy  Kingdom  Lord  makes  plenty  sure, 
Now  may  it  come. 
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"  Thy  kingdom  come," 

The  total  sum 
Is  here  of  all  the  prayers  of  righteous  men; 
An  earth  regenerated ;  born  again, 

Christ  on  the  throne, 

Omnipotent,  supreme,  alone ; 

Thy  Kingdom  Lord  and  His  are  one — 
"Thy  Kingdom  Come." 


"•"THY  will  be  done," 
■        Glad  summer's  sun 
Is  not  more  sure  with  constant  rays  to  bless 
The  earth,  and  warm  to  life  and  loveliness, 
Than  will  divine 

To  make  our  lives  with  love  to  shine, 
And  fruitful  as  the  healthy  vine — 
God's  will  be  done. 

"  Thy  will  be  done," 

We  evil  shun  : 
Yet  in  God's  thought  and  purpose  it  is  best : 
Through  evil  good  is  made  more  manifest ; 

We  yearn  for  light 

When  darkness  curtains  all  from  sight; 

Battling  with  wrong  we  love  the  right; 
God's  will  be  done. 

"Thy  will  be  done," 

Life's  end  is  won 
Most  by  submission.      Highest  power  of  man 
Is  powerless  to  turn  God  from  His  plan ; 

He  shapes  our  way, 

Rebel  or  murmur  how  we  may; 

And  wisdom  is  content  to  say 

"Thy  will  be  done." 
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"f\UR  daily  bread." 
^^       God  hath  not  said 
That  we  shall  need  to-morrow's  food.    He  would 
We  trusted  Him  each  day,  to  find  Him  good ; 
To-morrow's  care, 

To  doubtful  minds  may  prove  a  snare ; 
Enough  for  us  to  ask  in  prayer 
For  daily  bread. 

"  Our  daily  bread  " 

Of  wisdom  led, 
We  ask  the  sweet  simplicities  of  God, 
And  find  enough.       Affliction's  vexing  rod 

Is  laid  aside  : 

For  fashion's  messes  mixed  with  pride, 

And  madd'ning  drinks  are  not  allied 
With  "daily  bread." 

"  Our  daily  bread," 

Tho'  all  are  fed 
Of  nature,  bread  is  manna  from  the  sky ; 
No  human  skill  can  human  want  supply  : 

We  do  not  grow 

Our  crops  of  grain  :  we  do  but  sow ; 

God  only  can  the  life  bestow, 

That  gives  us  bread. 

44  Our  daily  bread," 

Good  men  will  dread 
All  else  that  cometh  not  of  honest  toil ; 
To  labor  is  to  live.     The  fruitful  soil 

Is  source  of  wealth, 

An^L  yields  us  plenty,  peace,  and  health ; 

The  wicked  only  get  by  stealth 

Their  daily  bread. 
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"I7ORGIVE  our  debts," 
*       Without  assets 


In  life's  account  with  Thee,  we  ask  discharge 
On  Mercy's  grounds  alone.     Thy  love  is  large; 

Thy  thoughts  are  pure; 

Thy  mercy  plenteous  is,  and  sure; 

Thine  anger  cannot  long  endure, 

"  Forgive  our  debts." 

"  Forgive  our  debts," 

Thy  love  forgets 
The  sins  repented  of  with  heart  sincere; 
Thrown  behind  Thy  back  they  cannot  re-appear ; 

The  depth  of  sea 

Conceals  them  all :  then  why  should  we 

Still  fear  to  say  in  prayer  to  Thee 

"  Forgive  our  sins  "? 

M  Forgive  our  sin," 

But  if  within, 
The  troubling  thoughts  of  fellow-man  remain, 
Whom  we  have  not  forgiven — we  ask  in  vain  : 

Before  our  prayer, 

We  must  ourselves  for  all  prepare 

A  sweet  forgivingness  to  share — 

"  Forgive  our  sin." 


"A  ND  lead  us  not  " 
**     Where  souls  are  caught 
Of  evil's  teaching  that  this  human  life 
Needs  "  bread  alone  "  ;  that  in  this  desert's  strife, 
Right  against  wrong, 
Sin's  miracle  would  make  us  strong, 
And  "  stones  "  the  spirit-life  prolong — 
O  tempt  us  not. 
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M  And  lead  us  not  " 

From  lowly  cot, 
Lest  vain  ambition  set  the  soul  aflame, 
To  reach  mad  pinnacle  of  worthless  fame, 

Where  angel-might 

Would  bear  us  in  ethereal  flight, 

Our  feet  above  hard  truth  and  right, 
O  tempt  us  not. 

M  And  lead  us  not  " 

Where  ways  are  fraught 
With  sin's  allurement :  'mid  the  madd'ning  glare 
Of  mirror'd  hells,  where  foulest  things  look  fair; 

Where  gold  and  lust 

Are  gods  :  where  God  is  in  the  dust, 

And  Satan  throned  in  human  trust, 
O  tempt  us  not. 

"  And  lead  us  not  " 

To  yield  the  thought 
That  angels  come  when  Satan  leaves  us  sore; 
That  trials  borne  do  make  our  strength  the  more ; 

Hear  Lord  our  prayer, 

Xor  let  us  of  Thy  love  despair  : 

Beyond  what  our  weak  souls  can  bear 
O  tempt  us  not. 


"r\ELIVER  us" 
^r     O  Lord  and  thus 
The  evil  of  irreverence,  and  the  shame 
Of  worshippers  who  hallow  not  Thy  name, 
Shall  not  be  ours  : 
Instead,  devotion's  soothing  powers 
Shall  bless  us.     So  from  godless  hours 
Deliver  us. 
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"  Deliver  us  " 
O  Lord  and  thus 
We  'scape  the  carnal  mind  whose  every  gaze 
Is  downward  :  never  for  Thy  Kingdom  prays, 
Nor  longs  to  see 
Thy  reign  of  peace  and  equity  : 

From  low-life  life  and  thoughts  that  be 
Deliver  us. 

14  Deliver  us  " 

O  Lord  and  thus 
The  evil  of  rebellion  and  selfwill, 
That  would  not  bow  to  Thine,  Thy  grace  may  kill ; 

And  we  shall  know 

Thy  will  is  best  and  kindest :  so, 

From  stubborn  thoughts  and  all  their  woe, 
Deliver  us. 


"  Deliver  us  " 

O  Lord  and  thus 
We  harbour  not  the  anxious  thought  and  dread, 
Concerning  raiment  and  our  daily  bread  : 

The  lilies  fair, 

Thy  providence  and  love  declare; 

From  harassing  and  sinful  care 
Deliver  us. 

M  Deliver  us  " 

O  Lord  and  thus 
We  flee  the  curse  of  unforgiving  mind, 
The  heart  that  cannot  cease  to  be  unkind, 

But  must  repay 

In  anger's  blind  and  senseless  way  : 

From  this  dire  evil  Lord  we  pray 
Deliver  us. 
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"  Deliver  us  " 
O  Lord  and  thus 
Temptations  sorest  evil  shall  be  made 
A  good  to  souls  resisting,  and  an  aid 
To  higher  state. 

For  full  redemption  Lord  we  wait, 
And  till  we  enter  glory's  gate, 

"  Deliver  us  from  evil." 


For  Thine  the  Kingdom  is,  O  Lord  ! 

Earth's  Kingdoms  wide  and  far 
Stand  based  in  blood  :  and  war's  keen  sword 

Hath  shaped  them  as  they  are. 

The  power  is  Thine  O  Lord  !   The  power 

Throned  evils  to  subdue ; 
A  crushed  humanity  restore, 

And  make  all  Nations  new. 

The  Glory's  Thine  !    Heaven's  fulgent  ray 
This  darksome  world  shall  bless ; 

And  Nations  reborn  in  a  day 
A  Sovereign  God  confess. 

His  Word  revere,  His  Name  adore. 
For  ever  and  for  evermore. 


<^^^ 
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